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Umh to be sung at the Meeting of the Yale College Asso- 
ciATicw or Alumni, .August 17M, 1842. 



Words by Doctor Percival. 



Tme — ^Lknoi. 



Once more we here unite, 
Who long dispersed have been- 
O ! how it glads the sight, 
To see old Yale again. 
Let us conspire, 
With heart and hand. 
To raise still higher 
Our early friend. 

Beneath these classic shales, 
We mused on ancient lore. 
That knowledge dimly fadw, 
Tet Memojry brings \m slore 

To cheer us now, 

As face to face, ^ 

The scenes of youth 

We fondly trace. 

Ouf Alima Mater calls 
Her scattered sons to meet 
Once more within her halls, 
Aroun^ the master^s seat 
Let hearts now flow 
In words of fire — 
Our first, best friend 
Must rise still higher ! 

Our Alma Mater first 
Was meant to form divines. 
Here many a soul was nursed, 
TTiat now in glory shines. 
Here Stiles and Dwight 
First learned to soar ; 
Here won that fame. 
That fades no more. 



The Healing Art now finds 
Her Pia Mater here ; 
Her Dura Mater Law 
Here meets with reverent fear : 

Yet still within. 

With mild control, 

The Classics keep 

The seat of soul. 

Here Science too has found 
A true and genial home ; 
Around this sacred ground 
The Muses love to roam. 

All interests here 

May well combine. 

One Union wreath 

Of hearts to twine. 

H<Nior to Mother Yale ! 
She must forever stand. 
Though other lights should fail. 
The Sun-light of our land. 

Sons of that light ! 

With zeal conspire. 

As one unite. 

To raise her higher I 
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THE WRECK, 



A TALE. 



*T WAS a calm summer evening— on the sea 
Spread out a perfect mirror, there was seen, 
In the blue hasy distance, one white sail, 
That can^t the eye of hope and love. She came, 
When her light task was ended, to the brow 
Of a commanding precipice, that hung 
Its dark wall o'er the waters. By the staff. 
On which a flag was hoisted, she sat down 
In the red sun-light, which, to all below. 
Crave a deep tincture to the towering cliff. 
And die loose folds, that tremulously waved 
In the scarce-breathing sea-wind, and the snow 
Of her own tender paleness. She had caught 
The sdl from the lone cottage of her sire; 
For die was motherless, and had not known 
The name of sister; but her heart was bound 
In the affection of a father's heart, 
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And in the love of one who was not there, 
But far upon the ocean. She had been 
Nursed tenderly and fondly ; for the hand 
That reared her m that solitude was fiilli 
And might have lived in cities, and have been 
Courted by the vain crowd, but that he chose 
The silence of a distant, wild retreat, 
Which left him to the company of books, 
And the dear culture of the infant mind, 
To which his heart was knit by all the links 
That bind us to the cherished and the young, 
The gentle and the lovely. He had fled 
From a harsh world; and QU the ocean's brinks 
And in the bosom of romantic hills, 
And by the channel of a brolien stream. 
Had sought communion with the beautiful 
And the sublime of Nature; but he still 
Nourished the kindest feelings; and in one 
Who had from him her life, and was the Uf^ 
Of his decaying years, he treasuired up 
All he had ever known of early love 
And youth's devoted p^sion* She bad grown, 
In her unstained seclusion, bright and pure 
As a firs^ opened rose-bud, when it spreads 
Its pink leaves^ tQ the sweetest 4a,wn of May, 
After a night-shower, which had wet the woods. 
And gardens with the big round drops that han^ 
Dancing in the firesh breeie, a^d tr^bUpg^ 
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Specking the flowers with light. She too h«d been 

Not only shielded from all tint and stain 

Of the world's evil, that the first clear stream 

Of feeling in her heart sdll flowed as clear 

As when it first ran onward, like a spring 

That ever eomes from the deep-cavemed rock 

Flowing in virg^ crystal — but her mind 

Was lifted by the guidance of a mind 

Wrought to habitual greatness, and endued 

With the tirue sense of glory. She was taught 

That happiness was in the tender heart 

And the waked soul; that the ftdl treasure spread 

in beauty o'er the ocean and the earth, 

With change of season, and its ever new 

And grand or lovely aspect, was enough 

To move the heart to rapture, and supply 

The food of thought, the never-failing spring 

Of sweet sensations and unwasting joys. 

But nature still was in her, and she soon 

Felt, that the fond affection of her sire, 

And her loved tasks — the study of high thou^ts, 

Poured out in sainted volumes, which had been 

Stamped in the mint of Genius, and had come 

Unhurt throti^ darkest ages, bright ad gems 

That sparkle, thou^ hi dust — Hbe skilfid touch 

Of instruments of music, and die voice 

Sweet in its untaught melody, as birds 

Clear-wajWing in the bfishes, but attoaed 



Digitized by 



Google 



To the jiut flow of harmony — ^the hand 

That woke the forms of penciled life, and gave 

Its colour to the violet, and its fire 

To the dark eye, its blushes to the dieek, 

And to the lip its sweetness; or that drew 

O'er the pure lawn the ^Iken thread, and wove 

The fidl-leafed vine, and the luxuriant rose, 

AU petals and vermilion— or the walk 

On the rude shore, to hear the rushing waves, 

Or view the wide sea sleeping— on the hill 

To catch the living landsci4)e, and combine 

The miracles of nature in one full 

And deep enchantment— -or to trace the brook 

Up to its highest fountain in the shade 

Of a thick tuft of alders, and go down 

By all its leaps and windings, gathering there 

The forest roses, and the nameless flowerSi 

That open in the wilderness, and live 

Awhile in sweetest loveliness, and die 

Without an eye to watch them, or a heart 

To gladden in their beauty— or in that, 

The fondest to the pure and delicate, 

The gentle deed of charity, the gift 

That cheers the widow, or dries up the flow 

Of a lone orphan's bitterness, the voice. 

The melting voice of sympathy, which heals, 

With a far softer touch, the wounded heart. 

Than the cold alms dropped by a seomfid hand. 
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That flings the dole it grudges — such but tears 
Anew the closed wound open; while the friend. 
Who smiles when smoothing down the lonely couch. 
And does kind deeds, which any one can do, 
Who has a feeling spirit, such a friend 
Heals with a searching balsam: — though her days 
Passed on in such sweet labours, still she felt 
Alone, and there was in her virgin heart 
A void that aQ her pleasures could not filL 
She was not made to waste her years alone, 
But the great voice of Nature spake to her. 
That loving, and beloved by one like her. 
Youthful and beautifid, her heart would find 
In the fond interchange of looks and thoughts. 
And in the deep anxiety of love. 
The measure of her joyous spirit fidl. 

And such an one she found. One Sabbath eve 
She ^at within an ivied church hard by, 
Beside her honoured father, when the choir 
Sang their last chant, and the deep organ-peal 
Was dying through the twilight vault away; 
When the set sun had thrown upon the broad 
And chequered window, one frdl saffiron blaie. 
So that the pillars glittered, and the gold 
And crimson of the pulpit tapestry 
Shone like the clouds that curtained o'er the west, 
And seemed to glow, as they were folds of fire 
Hong round the dark blue mountains; when the light 
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Fell througfatfat Akles, and glanced aloag the icais 

So clear, the eye was daktled, and all forma 

Were half intensely bright, And half deep shade*^ 

Then, as the magic aonset, and the place 

Hallowed to her pure ^irh, and the sonnds 

Of closing melody, and the cahn word0, 

That asked a blessing on the silmt crowds 

Who listened to the prayer wkh breathless awe — 

As these came o'er her feelings widi a charm 

Of most delicious sweetness, when her soul 

Caught part of the new energy abroad 

In that de^balkfii^ed mansion, and was far 

Ascending to the glory which pervades 

The one Eternal Temple — ^then her eye. 

Living with her rapt spirit, chanced to fall 

On the bright features of it noble youth, 

Whose eye fell full on hers. As if a sense 

Of kindred being had at once possessed 

Their spirits, and a sacred fire mfcM'med 

Their souls wi^ one new life, they looked and loved. 

It was the birth of passion— 4here went forth 

From each an intuence, that as a chain 

Linked their young hearU together* They woidd turn 

Aside their eyes, but in an insCimt back 

They glanced a: d met} and as they met, they tell 

In deep confusion downward. iTben dieir heaarto 

Beat throbbingty; a Mush roee tta Hiek cheeks, 

Fhfsbing and fisHllng fflie d^ ehang«M pkj 
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Of colours 01^ 9k dolflbm Thus tbey lodged 
Few miDutas, «um1 tb«a piurte<l| but as back 
They sauntered to their severaji boaie% they turued 
Momently to behold the lovely things 
Which^ once beloved, grew dearer every time 
Their fond ^yea naetf and wh^ they hecu*d a sound 
From lip» thitt long bad trembled^when the touch 
ThriUed them^ wd tender words were given in fear. 
So that tb^ low voice quivered, and the wordi» 
Died half unfinished — ^it was then beheld 
As something move than mortal. 

liove went on, 
Day after day e:q>anding> like the flower 
That closes with the darimess, and awakes 
When the new morn awakeiX?. So their love 
Caught new life (rom their often interviews. 
And opened,^ and grew i-iper; their young hearts 
Beat in a truer harmony the more 
Their looks were blended, and their word^ exchanged. 
So they passed on in love, a flowery path 
Over a fragrant meadow, where all hues 
Of loveliness were painted, and all airs 
Of firagranipe flowing. In the pure blue heaven, 
CsUm as a somm/^ day, sereni^ 
Smiled ever, and their hearts partook the calm, 
That reigned so bright aroimd them. 'T was a time 
Of Eden, such a;s soon will pass away, 
And leave 4iie; «tprm behind it. Not for earth, 
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Not for the changefhl beings, who in sport 

Or sorrow dwell amid its thorns and flowers, 

Is this serenity a certain thing, 

Above the reach of passion, or the clouds 

That chill and darken. They had lived awhile 

Most happy, in their pure and innocent love: 

They were too young for evil; and they knew 

But ill the feeling which pervaded them, 

And drew them to each other's side, and made 

Their hours of meeting ecstacy. Their play, 

Their walks, their books, their talk of other days 

And other nations, all that they had gleaned 

From nature and from man — ^these had a zest, 

Which they could ill account for; but they knew. 

And keenly felt, its hsq^piness. They looked 

Aflection, but they told it not : their love 

Was silent; it grew on through many years, 

And ripened as the tender down of youth 

Showed the approach of manhood. Then it spake. 

And would not be denie4* The quiet stream, 

Which through its banks of velvet turf and flowers, 

Flowed in an unseen channel, with a voice 

Low whispering o'er its smooth and sandy bed — 

This stream now gathered strength, and checked and 

bound. 
Rushed to its freedom — it could not prevail. 
The laws of honor, and the stem behest 
Of a false order, chained them, and compelled 
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Their kindred spirits to a separate path, 

And told them they must part, and meet no more. 

Her life was humble, and her simple home 
Showed little of the greatness which lay hid 
Beneath so plain a shelter. Ivied walk, 
And woodbines trained to overarch the doors 
And windows; some few beds of summer flowers, 
And a wild shrubbery, where neatness reigned. 
And only checked the too luxuriant growth 
Of Nature, but subdued it not; within 
A plain weU-ordered household, without show 
Of wealth or fashion — ^this concealed from all. 
Who were not in the secret, what had marred 
The peace of its possessor, and bad drawn 
The parasite and flatterer to disturb 
Hie rest he sought so earnestly and long. 
He found it and was happy. He had mariied 
The growing fondness of these y outhiul ones, 
And sometimes feared, but did not yet refuse 
His sanction to their interviews. No sign 
Of aught but common friendship yet had met 
His watchful eye; but when he saw the flame 
Come forth in energy, and at the time 
When love is danger, and if checked not, death — 
Then be was filled with fears, and weU he knew, 
Unless their fondness could be linked by law. 
In the pure bond of wedded love, that ruin 
Would soon overtake them, and his treasured child 
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Be cast on the ccdd world, its qport and scorn. 
Therefore he sought die parenU of the youth, 
The high and lordly. In dieir castle hall 
They met him, under frowning batdemems, 
Behind the hig^arched gateway, in die midst 
Of trophies and of pictures, which revealed 
The grealaess of their ancestry. Their pride 
Was stung by die base offer, and they spumed 
The good man from their presence, and pronounced 
Their deepest malediction on their son, 
If he should ever think of stooping down 
From the high perch of his nobility. 
To woo and wed with plebians, and those poor* 

It soon was ended-<*with the generous heart 
Of a young noble, who has joined the pride 
Of lofty birth with aU the unchecked foree 
Of nature, he reftised to bend his soul 
To the stem mandates of society. 
He loved — loved keenly ; and he could not bow 
To what seemed tyranny, and so he sought 
His wonted happiness, at least the bliss 
Of mutual tears, and vows of tenderness, 
Never to leave their loves, but always cling 
To the fixed hope, that there should be a time, 
When they could me^ unfettered, and be blessed 
With the fun happiness of certain love. 
He sought his usual meeting, but he found 
The welcome door closed on him, and was told. 



Digitized by 



Google 



He must away, for dumgh hit BoUe Hfe^ 
Bright with itt many yhrtaei, and high detdi, 
Had nought to alieiiate her fiither^ heart. 
Yet their nneqiial fortunes mast forever 
Part them, and therefore he mast not delay. 
He tamed with heavy heart, and slowly went, 
l^th <^ten pauses, to the soundiiig slKNre, 
And, seated on a broken rock, looked long 
Over the for bhie waters. "" I wiU go,** 
He said, after long silence, *^ 1 will go 
To other lands, and fold in other worids. 
Wherewith to quell this passion, if a love 
So long and deeply cherished, can be qodled 
By time and change. There is no pleasare hen $ 
The cold dead-4iearted nuptials, idiicfa the great 
Seek, in their anxious longing to retain 
The show of tbdr once sore ascendency. 
Made sure by personal greatness, and dbe sway 
Of a hi§^ spirit, and a lofty nrind 

O'er meaner sovls^ these are my deepest seosn, 

My horror, and my loathing, i am one 

Who fold withm me a nobility 

That spurns the idle fmidng of the great. 

And their mean boast of what thmr ftrthers warn, 

While they themselves are fools, eienuialefl, 

The scorn of all who know the wordi ef mhidl 

And virtue. I have cherished in vay heart 

A love for cme, whose beauty wouM haw cbanrnd 
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12 PKBOIVAL's POKM0* 

In Athens, and have won the sensual love 
Of Eastern monarchs ; but to the pore heart, 
And the great soid within her, 't is to me 
As nothing, and I know what 'tb to love 
A spiritual beauty, and behind the foil 
Of an unblemished loveliness still find 
Charms of a higher <Mrder, and a power 
Deeper and more resistless. Had I found 
Such thoughts and feelings, such a clear deep 
Of mind, in one whom vulgar men had thrown 
As a dull pebble from them, I had loved. 
Not with a love fess fond, nor with a flame 
Of less intense devotion. I must go $ 
I must forget. There is a sense o£ death 
Comes o'er me, when I tear myself away 
From one so bright and lovely. Had the Sun . 
Set in an endless darkness, life had been . 
Not darker than the joomey I must take 
Alone, along a hard and thorny way, 
Where only interest rules, and faith and love . 
Are banished, and the cold and heartless crowd 
Live, each the other's plunderer, as if life 
Were only meant for rapine, and poor man 
Were made to prey upon his kindred wretch. 
But I must go—K>nIy one short adieu, 
Only a few. fond words, a few dear looks, 
One kiss at parting, and our herpes are mded. 
We loi^ have dreamed of happiness, long Jknown 
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Joys which were more than mortal, long ^ve feh 
The bliss of nmigled hearts and blended souls, 
!^ And long have thought the vidon was eternal : 

It vanishes, and I am now a wretch, 
And what will be her sorrows, none can tell." 
The smi was setting, and his last rays thre# 
Bright colours ooi the clouds that hong an»uid 
Hie mountains, dimly rising in the west 
Over a broad expense of sheeted gold, 
On which a ship lay floating. It was ealn^*— 
Her sails were set, but yet the dying wind 
Scarce wooed than, as they trembled on the yard 
With an uncertain motion. $he arose, 
As a swan rises on her gilded wings. 
When on a lake at a sunset she uprc^ars 
Her form from out the waveless stream, «id steers 
Into the far blue ether — so that sli^> 
Seemed lifted frcmi the waters, and suspended, 
Winged with her bright sails, in die silent air. 
A voice came from that slnp, the votee ^ joy, 
The song of a light heart, and it inviAed 
The comh^ of the breese, to send them forth 
Over the rdliiq^ ocean. He looked out 
On the wide sea, and on the sheeted bay, 
And on the rocking vessel ; and at once 
His purpose was resolved. He must away, 
He must to other v^ions, and there strive 
To coB^per love so cherished. He drew out 
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His pencily md dien traced Sew konied Imct, 

Telling her of lui abtenoe, and liit hope 

Of happineip at his retiurn, atid yel 

Ending it With a fear, that he should never 

Cross the iMde waters to her >«<^he too gave 

His signal ; if perchance a ship drew near. 

And bore a pennon on the topmast yard. 

White with a hear^ stanq[)ed on i^ she might knoir 

He was there, hiwtenii^ home, and be prqMoed 

To meet him, and be happy* T14^ he took. 

And up a narrow vidky, hung with trees. 

Whose roots chmg to the rifted rock, whose bonghs 

Met, and o'erarehed the glade ; along the bank 

Of a clear streami that cafasdy woond its way 

Under this verdaat canopy, and flowed 

Thnmgh a freshtarf; and beds of scented 1 

Up this he took his path, aikl as be drew 

Near to the gnden wiaU, and stood a4A oar 

Attentive to a sonnd, that came to Um 

On the still erveiyng aiC) as if a hymn 

Were svng above 4be clouds, and flosrted down 

Through miiit and dews, and seMy Ml to cMrth, 

Charming the ear ofdarimegs •pom he saw 

Benieath a vine IxMeer, s ea led on a ooiidi 

Of closely maNed tori; the tender gMt 

Where aU Ms wishes centered, and he diew 

Silendy throo^ the skkket to her sidsw 

She startled flnt hi Saar, tat when sIk saw 
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The well-knowB youtb, dbe deq>ly blitiliM tad laded ; 

Then thinkiay of hit bunfahnfrnt, she dro}yed 

Warm tears of tiniest sorrofw. He, wHb fond 

And feelmi; voice, e(ms<rfed her, and renewed 

His oft repeated vo^s, and told of years 

Of nndistiirbed aflectio»-^ow that time 

And troA woold conquer, and thdr love would be 

Brighter by their aAlctioii. TlKHigh his heart 

Ached with the t&ongfat of parting, and was feroed 

Even to a stem composure, yet he smUed 

To make her luqppy. *^ We most part awhile ; 

I must go o'er the sea to other lands; 

It is the caU of doty ) h«t Aar Bof, 

I shall return, and then omr kytet are sore. 

Dream not of danger on the sea^^-one power 

Protects us always, and die honeft heart 

Fears not the tempest. We mbst part awhile ; 

A few short moBAs-^-^tiioiigh short, they mnst be fettg 

Without thy dear society ; bat yet 

We must endure it, and our love wlH be 

The fonder after parting-^ wiH grow - 

Intenser in o« absenee, and agais 

Bun Ufidi a keener glow, wheb'I vetam. 

Fear not; tUf is my last resolve, an# tMa 

My partmg Ust.'' He pot the fioMed Hms 

In her soft hand, aand kissed her oft lp od 1^ 

Ardently, and Aen suddenly w i t hAPtw 

From her emtarwe^ and down the MurrMr vale 
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Fled on with hasty footsteps to the shore. 

Along the beach he wandered, lookmg out 

Upon the glorious sunset, which arrayed 

All things in glory, painting them with gold 

And deepest red and azure— ovar head 

The sky was coloured with a purest blue, 

And there one star shone forth, the star of love, 

His beacon; and it hung above the ship 

As if it led him thither. He received 

The omen, and went onward. Out at sea 

The broad waves heaved, now blue, now green, now 

tipped 
1/^^ a gilt foam, and on the unruffled bay 
There was a drcle round the setting sun 
Of a most glitteriiig gold, and as it spread 
Farther and fiother out, it changed its hue 
To a clear glassy diver, till it seemed 
Thin aif) and the far mountains hung above it 
Suspended in the sky. They darkly firowned, 
And their long riiadows travelled o'^ the bay, 
As the sun sank still lower, while their ndge 
Glowed like a flaming iiiniace, and a line 
Of mottled clouds, that rose behind them, streaming 
Into the clear cold North, waft dyed with tints, 
like the new raiabow, when it first comes out 
From the dark bosom of the thutider cloud. 
And spans it with its beauty, or the hues 
That veiled Aurora, iriiett she first awd^ 
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And sprang fiy>m darkness, and with laffiron rdt^e 
And rosy fingers, drove ber fiery car 
On over Ida to the higher heaven. 

He went amid these glorious things of earth, 
Transient as glorious, and along the beach 
Of snowy sands, and rounded pebbles, walked. 
Watching the coming of the evemng tide. 
Rising with every ripple, as it kissed 
The gravel with a softly gurgling sound. 
And still advancing up the level shore, 
mi, in his deep abstraction^ h. flowed round 
His foot-fNrints, and awdke htm. When he camt, 
Where a long reef stretched out, and in its bays 
Scooped from the shelving rocks, received the jea, 
And held it as a mirror deep and dark. 
He paused, and stan^ling then against the Mp^ 
He gave his signal. Soon he saw on board 
The stir of preparation; they let down 
A boat, and soon her raised and dipping oars 
Fbdied in the settmg light, and round her prow 
The gilt sea swelled and crinkled, ^reading out 
In a wide circle; and she glided on 
Smoothly, and with a whimpering somd, that grew 
Louder with every dipping of the oars. 
Until she sueared the reef, and sent a surge 
Up through its coves, and covered them with foam. 
He stepped on board, and soon they bore him back 
To the scarce rocking vessel, wfaeve she lay 
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Waiting the night wind. On the deck he sat, 

And looked to one point only, save at times, 

When his eye glanced around the mingled scene 

Of beauty and sublimity. Meanwhile 

The sun had set, the painted sky and clouds 

Put off their liveries, the bay its robe 

Of brightness, and the stars were thick in heaven. 

They looked upon the waters, and below 

Another sky swelled out, thick set with stars. 

And chequered with light clouds, which from the North 

Came flitting o'er the dim-seen hills, and shot 

Like birds across the bay. A distant shade 

Dimmed the clear sheet-^-it darkened, and it drew 

Nearer. The waveless sea was seen to rise 

In feathery curls, and soon it met the ship, 

And a breeze struck her. Quick the floating sails 

Rose up and drooped again. The wind came on 

Fresher; the curls were waves; the sails were filled 

Tensely; the vessel righted to her course, 

And ploughed the waters; round her prow the foam 

Tossed, and went back along her polished sides. 

And floated off, bounding the rushing wake, 

That seemed to pour in torrents from her stem. 

The wind still freshened, and the sails were stretched, 

Till the yards cracked. She bent before its force, 

And dipped her lee-side low beneath the waves. 

Straight .out she went to sea, as when a hawk 

Darts on a dove, and with a motionless wing 
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Cats the light yielding air. The raoimtains dipped 

Their dark walls to the waters, and the hills 

Scarce reared their green tops o'er them. One white 

point, 
On which a light house blazed, alone stood oat 
In the broad sea, and there he fixed his eye, 
Taking his last look of his native shore. 
Night wore away, and still the wind blew strong, 
And the ship plpughed the waves, which now were 

heaved 
In high and rolling billows. All were glad, 
And laughed and shouted, as she darted on. 
And pluhged amid the foam, and tossed it high 
Over the deck, as when a strong curbed steed 
Flings the froth from him in his eager race. 
All had been dimly star-4it, but the moon 
Late rising, silvered o'er the tossing sea. 
And lifted up its foam-wreaths, and just threw 
One parting glance upon the distant shores. 
They met his eye — the sinking rocks were bright, 
And a clear line of silver marked the hills, 
Where he had said farewell. A sudden tear 
Gashed, and his heart was melted; bat he soon 
Repressed the weakness, and he calmly watched 
The fading vision. Just as it retired 
Into the common darkness, on his eyes 
Sleep fell, and with his looks turned to his home, 
And dearer than his home— -to her he loved, 
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He ckM^ them^ and Us thonghte wer^ lost in dtotms 

Bright and too glad to be realities. 

Calmly he slept, and lived on happy dretaiSi 

Till from the bosom of the boundless sea, 

Now spreading far and wide without a shofe. 

The cloudless sun Arose, and he awoke* 

The sky was stitt serene, and from the bed 
Of ocean darted forth the glowing sun, 
And flashed along the watery. On they sailed : * 
The wind blew steady, and they saw that sun 
Rise, and go down, and set, and still it blew 
Freshly sni calmly. They had left the ^KMre 
Long leagues behind them, and the mid->sea nOW 
Bore them upon its bosom on their way 
To lands where other flowers and other trees 
Dress out the landscape, and where other men 
Walk in the light of Heaven. Thither he went, 
And none knew, of his kindred, when or where 
He had escaped them. They, with anxious quest, 
Sought him, and after long and fiiiitless search 
Believed him dead. Awhile they mourned his loss, 
As great ones mourn, tfnd tt|en he passed away 
Into oblivion, and they tiled Us place 
In their aflections with a gilded toy. 
And found their treasures ampkr by Us death. 
Not so with her who loved him ; when he fled, 
She followed, but soon sank beneath the weight 
Of deep and sudden sorrow. He bad gone 
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Over the sea ; kad sangbt the dmgerovs w«re, 

And mi^ be wrecked, «r on some distalit short 

Lingering a hopeless c«plive« To that point 

Where the flag wared, she often bent her steps. 

And gazed upon the ocean eamestty. 

Watching each dim speek on the fiurthest vefge 

Of si^t, and deeming every chmd a sail, 

And every wreath of foam her lover's sign. 

Two years had gone away, and Ae had thus 

Sought the high cliff at morning, noon, and nighl, 

And gated in eagwr lotigmg till her eye 

Was fixed and glassd. Her chedL grew thin and jpak^ 

Her form was wasted ; and aU knew that sorrow 

Preyed on the blossom of her health, and eat 

Her life away. A little while, and death 

Would come to her deKverance. Litde know 

The cold mifeeling crowd how strmig the love, 

The first warm love of youth ; how long it lives 

Unfed and unrequited ; how it bears 

Absence and cruel scorn, and still 1o<4ls calm 

And patient on the eye, that turns aride. 

And shows its studied coldness-^ow much nMnre 

It bums and feeds upcm the flame of life, 

When it was fidly met, and found a heart 

As warm and ardent, and as bent to hers. 

As hers to him. Youth is the time of love; 

All other loves are lifeless, and but flowers 

Wreathed round decay, and with a livid hue 
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Blowing upon a grave. The first fresh love 
Dies ney^r wholly ; it lives on through pain 
And disappointment : often when the heart 
Is crushed and all its sympathies pressed out, 
This lingers, and awakens, and shines bright. 
Even on the borders of a wretched grave. 
Unhappy he, who throws that gift away; 
Unhappy he, who lets a tender heart. 
Bound to him by the earliest ties of love. 
Fall from him by his own neglect, and die, 
Because it met no kindness, and was spumed 
Even in the earnest offer. Life soon fades. 
And with it love; 9tod when it once has faded, 
There is no after bloom, no second spring. 
'* So passes in the passage of a day 
The flower and verdure of our mortal life; 
Nor, though the i^ring renew her fruits and flowers, 
Doth it renew its beauty, but it fades 
Once and forever. Let us pluck the rose. 
In the unclouded morning of this day. 
Which soon Will lose its bright serenity. 
O ! let us pluck the first blown rose of love ; 
liCt us love now in this our fairest youth, 
When love can find a fidl and fond return.'** 
One evening I had wandered by the shore. 
Looking upon the ocean, as it lay 

* Cot i trapaasa al trapassar d*UD giomo, fcc. Tasso. 
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Spread in its beauty round me, fTwas a time 

For spirits, all had such serenity. 

Scarce had a cloud chequered the autumn sky, 

That rose above me in a boundless arch 

Of purest azure. All the woods were hung 

With many tints, the fading livery 

Of life, in which it mourns the coming storms 

Of winter, and the quiet winds awoke 

Faint dirges in their withered leaves, and breathed 

Their sorrows through the groves. My heart fek soft 

Under their tender influence. L seemed 

A sharer in the grief of sighing winds, 

And whispering trees. I clomb the rock, and trod 

Hie dying grass that grew upon its brow, 

And gaxed upon the ocean, how as bright 

As in the freshest spring, unchangeable, 

Always the same, or only to the force 

Of calm and teitapest yielding, never old, 

And never fading; in its wildest storms 

Soon to be calm, and when in sheeted light 

Spread to the farthest circle of the sky. 

Soon to obey the winds, and wake in wrath. 

I walked along that rock, and heard the waves 
Chafing its foot, and saw the tossing foam' 
Playing in eddies round it/ Then the tide 
Had risen, and a wind came from the sea ' 
Curlim^ the little waves, until they broke 
In infant surges on the mtbrmuring shore. 
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The sky grew <)iurk| aiid, as I homeward tumedt 
I saw a woman sitting by the staff 
On which the signal hung, with mantle wrapped 
Close round her, and with eye intently fizi^ 
On an approaching vessel, as it came 
Quickly before the wind, and up the bay 
Glided. She followed it with earnest look, 
Until it turned a distant point, and drew 
Dimly behind the hills and vanished. Then 
She turned again to sea, and long she locdied 
On the white curls of foam, as if she saw 
A signal ther^; bnt yet there was no sail 
On the dark waters. With a lingering foot 
Back she retired, and, often turning, looked 
Still earnestiy abroad, and found no hope. 
I saw her weep, and faintly hang her head, 
As a pale lily hangs, when, filled with rain, 
Aftjsr long summer heat and heavy showers,' 
It bends upon its withered stalk, and sheds 
The unwelcome moisture. Slowly she withdrew 
Into a thicket, where a trodden path. 
Her daily path, led to her father's home. 

He saw her fading cheek; he knew the fire 
That wasted her; and with a parent's love 
He sought to heal her grief, but only made 
The wound still deeper* Comfort cannot soothe 
The heart, whose life is centered in the thoaghn 
Of happy loves, once kaownf and stiU in hope 
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Living with a 4:onsttmi]ig energy. 
He found remonstrance fruitless, reason vain: 
And therefore, with a kindness, which was wise, 
He humoured her, and let her seek that rock 
Unchecked, and only watched, that nought of harm 
Mi^t meet h^r. So she sought it, when the snow 
Mantled it, and the sea was rudely lashed 
By the cold north wind; but a lather's hand 
Was near to guard her. It was now divinecj. 
That he, whom she had loved, had crossed the sea, 
And still was livings and would soon return. 
Some then were joyous, not with unfeigned joy; 
For when they told their hopes, that he i(^ould come 
From his long wanderings home, they inly felt 
A sorrow, which revealed itself, and checked 
Often the words of comfort, which they gave 
To those, who wept his loss sincerely, those 
Who cannot conquer nature, which will make 
A child forever dear, and through the clouds, 
That vice and selfish greatness cast around. 
Sometimes will flash abroad, and be revealed. 

Winter had passed away, and then Spring came, 
Lovely as ever, with her crown of flowers, 
And dress of verdure. She was decked with smiles, 
And as she danced along the springing turf, 
New flowers awoke to welcome her, and birds 
Hailed her from bush and forest. Then the sea. 
Girt by its greener shores, seemed rolling on 

4 
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With brighter waves, and the sun sparkled there 
With an unusual^ brilliancy. The earth 
) Was beautiful, and like the seat of Gods, 

I Or what we dream of Eden; and all hearts 

Were sharers in its gladness. Bird and beast 
Felt it, and, as they leaped, or as they flew. 
They spake their joy ; and even the voiceless woods, 
/ Mute in themselves, were vocal with the winds, 

I And the low murmuring breezes through their boughs 

I Seemed to speak out their still and quiet bliss* 

All hearts were glad with the glad season. One 
Alone knew nought of pleasure, and the smiles 
Of others were a mockery to her, 
And told her of the joy, that once had been. 
But was not, and she could not hope, would be. 
Hope, by too long deferring, had gone out, 
And left her soiil in darkness. Still she went 
Dsdly to that one point, and there she gazed 
Fixedly on the ocean, till her head 
Grew dizzy, and her reason almost went; 
And then she wandered home, and wept away 
The fever of her brain. A woodbine grew 
Over her window, and its leaves shut out 
The light, and now its flowers were opening forth . 
Their sweetness, and the wind that entered there 
Came loaded with its perfume. Once she loved 
The tufted flowers, and she inhaled their breath - 
With a deep sense of gladness; but she now 
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Repelled it as a hateful ttung, and wished 
The vine were torn and scattered. Every year 
A linnet came, and built her cup-like nest 
' Withili that arbour, and she fed her young, 
And sang thetn to their slumbers, and at dawn 
Wakened them with her clear and lively note. 
She fed the timid creature, till it grew 
Familiar, and would sit upon her hand. 
And pick the crumbs she gave it; but she now . 
Neglected it, and when it came, and sought 
Her former kindness, she regarded hot 
Its fluttering and its song. Her heart was chilled 
And dead to all its softer sympathies. 
It cherished but one feeling, hopeless love, 
Love stronger by endurance, ever growing 
Widi the decay of life and aH its powers. 

H« had been wandering long, and found no rest— *> 
Nothing could tear the image from h|s soul, 
Tliat dwelt there as an ever present God, 
Controlling, all his being. He had seen 
Nature in a new beauty; and a heart 
Free from all other influence, had swelled , 
Beneath the bright enchantment ; but he looked 
On all the fair variety around 
With a cold eye, because he looked alone, 
And felt that what he looked on, was not seen 
By one, who had been ever in his walks, 
As an attendant spirit, watching 2JI 
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That lifted him, or soothed liim, with a sense 

Of kindred awe or pleaisure. When alone 

He could not mingle with the glorious diings 

Of Earth and Heaven ; he could not pass away 

Into the open depths of the far sky, 

And dwell among its many-coloured forms 

Of cloud and vapour, where they hong the arch,* 

As with imperial tapestry, and veiled 

The throne of the Omnipotent. The Earth, 

Now in its newest Spring, all dressed with flowers, 

And redolent of roses and of vines 

From their wide purple beds, and sunward slopes, 

Wliere the bee murmured, and the early dews 

Soon rose in clouds of perfume, as the dawn 

Came o'er the pine-clad mountains, and tit up 

A world of present life and ancient ruin. 

Where the rose bloomed as brightly; and the vine 

Shot forth as heavy cluster and fiiU wreaths 

Of ivy twined around each tottering pile. 

And mantled arch and column, with its deep 

Luxuriant verdure ; all that he beheld 

Of evergrowing nature and of man, 

Whose works are fading, and when they decay, 

Have no restoring energy, but drop 

Fragment by fragment into utter ruin; 

All that had waked in other hearts the love 

Of ancient glory, and the proud resolve 

To be, as they were, glorious, or had filled 
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The soul with sorrow, and the eye with tears, 
Over their fallen greatness, yet had made 
This sorrow partly joyous, by the si^ 
Of a new life forever ^ringing round them. 
And still as fresh and fingnmt, as when first 
Bright from the quarry, their new temples, stood 
Proud in the sun, and lifted high, their fronts 
To the admiring eye of gods and men — 
This had to hkn-no pleasure; he could not 
Rate out the deep-fixed passicm, which so long 
Had been his daily happiness, and formed 
And lashicmed all bis studies fmd his joys 
To this one pure enjoyment* Earth was fair. 
And Heaven was glorious, when he heard her say, 
They w^re thus fair and -glorious ; but alone, 
They had no form qor colour, andVere Jost 
In one dun melancholy hue of death. 
And so with man— he wandered through the crowd 
In solitude, that coldest solitude, 
Which tortures, while it chills us. They were gay 
And busy, but he heeded not; the great 
Rolled by hkn, and were noticed. not; the. poor 
Pleaded, and yet he listened not;— -one thojog^t 
Alone went with him, and all other things 
Stirred round him like the shaidows of a dream. 
He wonlcl not linger thus; he lodked to home, 
And her who.g^ve %o home a double charm. 
He was resolved, and sooq 9gaui the sea 
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Recdved him; and for many days the suii 
Beheld him steering to his native shore: 

T was k calm summer evening— -one white sail 
Moved on the silent water, motionless, 
Sc^ce stealing to the shore. She watched that sail. 
And followed it with an inquiring eye. 
In every tack it took to catch the wind, 
Fanc}dng she saw the signal. Slowly on 
It came. 1}ie glassy ocean seemed to change 
At distance into air; and so the ship 
Seemed moving like a bird along the sky. 
Sometimes it stood athwart her, and the sails, 
Hung loosely on the yards, seemed waving lines 
Tinged with the sunset; and again it turned 
With prow directed to her, and at once 
The broad iidbite dblvaS^ threwStg silvery sheet 
Full on her eye; and glittered in the west. 
Nearer it came, but slowly; till at length 
Its form was marked distinctly, alld she caught 
Eagerly, as it waved uppn a yard 
Near the main topmast, what hei* wearied eye 
Had sought so long, and found not. It was there; 
The signal, one white pennon, with a heart 
Stamped in its centre; and at oUce her joy 
Was speechless and o'erflowing. Fixed, she looked 
With trembling earnestness, and down her cheeks 
The tears ran fast, and her scarce-moving lips 
Had words without a voice. Thus she sat long. 
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Motionless in the fervour of her joy, 

Absorbed in one emotion, which had bound 

Her form unto her spirit, and had njade 

All other powers the ministers to thought. ' 

^Riey hurried through her mind, her first fond love, 

Its many pleasures, hours of «arly hope 

Unclouded by the fear of coming ill. 

And present happiness, which, like the dawn , 

In the sw^t month of May, is full of life. 

And yet serene and tranquil, budding out 

With blossoms of Aiturity , and spreading 

To the bright eye of Heaven the tender flowers. 

Where the young, firuit lies hidden, till thp sun 

Ripen it to its full maturity. 

These hurried through her mind, and with them came 

Long anxious days, long days of bitterness, 

Dark with the feai^ that weigh upon the heart 

Whose loye is young and tenckr, when the chance 

Of sea or battle passes o'er the head 

Of him who has the .secret of her soul. 

The sun was setting, and the dazzling orb 
Sunk down behind the mountains, darting up 
Long rays of golden light .into the air. 
Like glories round the sacred countenance 
In one of Raphael's pictures. All was clear 
But one dark cloud, which rose from out the point 
Where the storm gadiers afkr sultry days. 
And launches forth the lightning. This heaved up 
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Its dusky billows, and their tips were tinged 
With a bright flame, while all helosf was dark 
FearfiUly, and it swelled before the wind^ 
Like the strong canvass of a gallant ship 
Standing before the tempest. It just qrowned 
The hill at sunset; but it now came on, 
First slowly, till it rote upon the air, 
Frowning, and threw its shadow o'er the earth, 
And flashed intensely; then it seemed to move 
With a new pace,. and every Instant swept 
Still farther on the sky, and sent its voice 
Deep-roaring with the mingled sound of winds 
Amid the shaken forests, and the peals 
Re-echoed from the mountains. Now the sea 
Darkened beneath its shadow, and it curled 
Without a breath, as if it shook in fear 
Before the coming teiQpest. She looked wild, 
First on the cloud, then. on the shipj which now 
Steered to a cove behind a sandy point, 
On which the light house stood^ but yet the winds 
Were light and baffling, and against her course ; 
And so the sails fl^ped loosely, and she rocked 
Motionless on the crisping waves, and lay 
Waiting, a victim, for the threatening storm. 
Then, as she looked with an intenser gate, 
She saw the sweeps put out, and every arm 
Stramed to the eflfort, but their strength availed not 
To send them to a haven. Then her hearl 
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Sank, and her hopes were darkened, till her form 
Shook with her fears. The clouds rolled on the wind 
In mingling billows, and the lightnings leaped 
From point to point ; then in an instant burst 
The thunder crash, and one und}ring roar 
Filled the wide air* At last the cold wind came. 
And the flag streamed and qmvered, and her robes 
Flew lightly round her. First short broken waves 
Rose on the bay ; their t6ps were white with foam, 
And on they hurried, like the darting flight 
Of sea-mews when they fly before th^ storm. 
She looked upon the ship; aU hands aloft 
Took in the sails, and scarcely were they furled, 
When the blast struck her. To its force she bowed^ 
And as the waves rose now with mountain swell. 
Upward she sprang, and then she rushed away 
Into the gnlfy waters. Now the storm 
Stood o'er her, and the rain and hail came down 
In torrents. All was darkness; through the air 
The gushing clouds streamed onward, and they took 
The nearest headlands from her straining sight, 
And made the sea invisible, but when 
A flash revealed it, and she saw the surge 
Pouring upon the rocks below, aU foam 
And finry. What a mingled sound above. 
Around her, and beneath her; one long peal 
Seemed to pervade the heavens; and one wide rush 
Of winds voA rain poured by her; and the sound 
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Of the dashed billows on the rocks below 

Rang like a knell. No vessel met her then; 

They lit the signal lamp, she saw it not; 

They fired the gun, but in the louder roar 

Of waters it was drowned, and they were left 

Alone to struggle with the warring waves. 

A cry went forth, " a ship was on the rocks," 

And hundreds crowded to the shore to aid 

The suffering crew, and fires were kindled there, 

But all availed not — ^not a man wa^ saved. 

The storm went s^^iriftly by; and soon the winds 

Subsided, and the western sky shone out. 

And light glanced o'er the waters. On a reef, 

That stretched firom ofi* the cliffs along that shore, 

The broken wreck lay scattered ; and at last 

One and another corse came floating up. 

But none were saved. They wandered o'er the sands; 

And here a bale lay stranded ; there an oar. 

And there a yard. Just as the cloud had flown 

Over the zenith, and the moon shone out 

From its dark bosom, she went down the rocks. 

And bent her trembling steps along the shore. 

The moon looked out in sadness, and her light 
Threw a faint glimmering on the broken waves. 
And paled the dying watch-fires, as they fell 
Flickering away, and showed the fearful looks 
Of those who watched the wreck, and stood to save. 
The waves stiU rolled tremendously, and burst 
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Lond thtmdering on the rocks : they tossed the foam 

High up the hills, and ploughed the mo^g sands, 

Sweeping the firagments forth, then rushing back 

With a devouring strength, that .cleared the shore. 

The west shone fair; the evening star was bright. 

And many glittering stairs were gathering round. 

Set in a deep, dark blue. The distant hills 

Showed famtly, and long wreaths of mist arose 

Curling around their sides, like cottage smoke 

Sent from the hidden valley in the dawn. 

O'er all the moon presided, and her face. 

Though clear, was darkened) and it filled the heart * 

Of the beholder with a silent awe. 

And a cold heavy sadness. On the sea 

Her light descenckd^ and a silver wake 

Came from beneath her onward to the shore. 

Crossing the bursting waves. The cloud still lay 

Dark-rolling in the east, and often sent 

Pale fladies forth; and sdU the thunder growled 

Fainter and fainter, as the storm moved on 

Over the distant ocean. There the moon 

Lit a faint bow, that spanned the cloud, and seemed 

Just fading into darkness. All was still. 

But the contending waters, and the (kops. 

Now tricUmg from the forest leaves, were heard 

Pattering upon the grass ; and as a sign 

That a sure calm had come, the fire-fly lit 

Its lamp along the meadows, and the chirp 
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Of the green locust from the thicket told 
How tranquil was the air. A solemn fear 
Went through the hearts of all, as they surveyed 
The corpses, 'but their faces all were strange. 
They took them from the beach, and decently 
Conveyed tfiem to a riielter, there to wait 
The last sad offices. Alone Ae went 
Still farther on the shore, until she came . 
Where a long reef stood out, on which the ship 
Was broken; and the very reef where he 
First went on board, despairing and resolved. 
One feeling led her onward, ^and sustained 
Her wasted body, (which was sinking fast 
Beneath the desperate conflict,) with the strength 
Of madness, and her easy steps betrayed not 
The woe that wrung within her. She had seen 
Her lover standing far upon that reef; 
Had seen the boat go there, and bear him oS, 
And as the ship went out to sea had fainted. 
Therefore she sought that reei^ with a wild hope— * 
Such often tokens madness — that she there 
Might find him safely rescued. She now stood 
On the projecting rocks, and as she threw 
Her dark eye downward to a glimmering cove. 
She saw him. Lifted by the swelling wasve. 
He seemed yet living, and a shrill laugh told 
Her glad but wandering spirit. Down she leaped 
And clasped him;«-he was motionless and cold. 
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She kissed ham, but fae opened m&t fais eytoB^ 
And smiled not, The^sheiiqfMkethemttcb-lovedfiinie, 
With an endeaxiDg tcme, but mme leplied. 
^* Art tfaoB not liraig? thonwert <Hice so kind, 
Thy smile so happy, and thy kiss so warm; 
But thoa Art cold noir, and thine eye darts not 
Upon me, as it woot to do; thy Ups 
Move not, thov hast no voice, no welcome for me." 
She raised her head, and as she oaught the moos 
Half veiled in vapour, from her glassy eye 
The tears stole down, and with a quivering voice, 
Faint as a night wind through the fidling leaves 
In autumn, '^ It is ov^ then,'' she spake; 
« The dream is over; he indeed is wrecked^ 
As I had fancied long; he cannot wcfke; 
This b not sleep; there is no life-blood here; 
No flush upon his forehead; lie is cold. 
And will not wake again. He said to me, 
Farewell, perhaps forever;-^! too true 
The last fond words at partings — but forever-*- 
Ah! no— I meet him— I have Imgered long- 
He calls me on my journey— he awaits roe. 
And why do. I delay?— I come, my love;— f 
Only a mon^ent, and I come, my love." 
Suddenly she sprang forth, with outstretched arms. 
And a wild look, that told there was no hope; 
A' few short steps, she paused, and then sank down, 
As a flowef sinks upon the new-mown turf, 
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Beautiful even in death. They came^ and raised 
The dying ^1. Her loose locks floated wide; 
And on her slender neck her languid head 
Drooped, and her eyes were closed. Her lips still 

moved 
With the last breath, and then were still. At once 
Her madness was no more. A tender smile 
Played round her, and her looks were full of love 
And gentleness, such as when first she met, 
And first awoke his love. She long had borne 
The conflict, and with desperate energy 
Been nerved to all endurance; but this shock 
Subdued her, and her spirit had departed. 
And well they knew its passage was in peace. 
They both were buried, where they first had met, 
Beneath one stone, and they were wept by aU. 
A willow grows above them, with its boughs 
Drooping, as if in sorrow; and at night 
A sweet bird sings there, and the village girls 
Say 'tis a spirit's voice. They dress that grave 
Each Sabbath-day with roses ; and they strew 
Fresh violets there on May-day, and then sing . 
A simple tale of true love, tiD their hearts 
Are swelling, and their cheeks are bathed in tears. 
Love knows no rank, and when two hearts would meet 
On earth, but cannot, they will meet in Heaven. 
All hearts that love are equal in the grave. 
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THET talk of love and pleasure— but 'tis all 
A tale of falsehood. Life is made of gloom-*- 
The teirest scenes are clad in ruin's pall. 
The loveliest pathway leads but to the tomb; 
Alas! destmction is man's only doom* 
We rise, and agh our little lives away, 
A moment blushes beauty's vernal bloom, 
A moment brightens manhood's summer ray, 
Then all is wrapped in cold and comfortless decay. 

And yet the busy insects sweat aiM toil, 
And struggle hard to heap the shining or»-— 
How trifling seems their bustle and turmoil. 
And even how trifling seems the sage's lore; 
Even he, who buried in the classic store 
Of ancient ages, ponders o'er the page 
Of Tully or of Plato, does no more 
Than with his bosom's quiet warfare wage, 
j^id in m endless roimd of useless thought engage. 
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Then close thy ponderous folio, and retire 

To shady coverts, undisturbed retreats. 

And lay thy careless hand upon thy l}nre. 

And call the muses from their woodland seats : 

But ah! the Poet's pulse how vainly beats ; 

Tis but vexation to attune his strings. 

Even he, who with the Chian bard competes, 

Had better close his fancy's soaring wings. 

And own, earth's highest bliss no true enjoyment bringB. 

We find this earth a gloomy, dull abode, 
And yet we wish for pleasure — sense is keen, 
And so this life is but a toilsome road. 
That leads us to a more delightful scene : 
Well, if thou find'st a solace there, I ween, 
It is the only joy thou e'er can'st know; 
And yet it is but fancy, never seen 
By mortal eye was all that lovely show, 
That paradise where we so fondly wish to go. 

*^ We have a body — aad the wintry wind 
Will not respect the Poet. No ; the storm 
Beats heavy on the case that holds a mind 
Of heavenly mould, as on the vulgar form ; 
When bleak winds blow how can the soul be warmf 
Can fancy brighten in the cell of care? 
Can inspiration's breath tlie. soul inform. 
When the limbs shiver in the gusty air. 
And in the thin, pale face the fiepds of hunger stare P 
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O ! they may tell me of the ethereal flame 
That bums and bums forever; — 'tis the dream 
Of those high inteUects, who well may claim 
Relation to the pure, celestial beam : 
The life eternal — 'tis a glorious theme, 
Whereon bards, sages, have out-poured their fire; 
Yet view it narrowly, and it will seem 
But die wild mounting of unquenched desire, 
The long extended wish to raise our being higher. 

True — ^'tis a mighty stretch, when unconfined 

The soul expatiates in imagined being. 

And where the vulgar eye can only find 

Dust, by a second sight strange visions seeing, 

And still fi*om wonder on to wonder fleeing, 

By its enkindled feelings wildly driven, 

It leaps the walls of earth, but ill agreeing 

With those high-mounting thoughts to genius ^ven, 

Nor rests till it has set its eagle-foot in heaven. 

And there it culls the choicest fields of earth 

For all the pure, and beautiful, and brighti 

And gives a gay and odorous Eden birth, 

And rains around a flood of golden light. 

Where sun, moon, stars, no more awake the si^t. 

But pouring fi*om the Eternal's viewless throne, 

It fills us with inefiable delight, 

And every stisdn of earth forever flown, 

We bathe and bask in this ethereal fount alone. 
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And flowers of every hoe and scent are there; 

The laughing fields are one enamelled bed. 

And filled with sweetness bKathes the fanning aiTf 

And soaring birds are sin^g overhead, 

And bubbling brooks^ by living fountains fed, 

O'er pebbled gems and pearl sands winding play; 

One boundless beauty o'er creation shed, 

The storm, the cloud, the mist, have hied away. 

And nothing dims the blase of this immortal day. 

And man, a pure and quenchless beam of lights 
All eye, all ear, all feeling, reason, soul, ' 
He takes from good to good his tireless flight. 
And ever aiming at perfection'^ goal. 
Sees at one instant^glance the moral whole ; 
Powers ever kindling, always on the wing, 
The disembodied spark Prometheus stole. 
To science, virtue, love, devotion spring 
His fancy, reason, heigrt— creation's angel kmg. 

The whole machine of worlds before his eye 

Unfolded as a map, he glances through 

System^ in moments, sees the comet fly 

In its clear orbit through the fields of blue, 

And every instant ^ves him something new, 

Whereon his ever quenchless thirst he feeds; 

From star to insect, sun to fii)iing dew. 

From atom to the immortal mind he speeds. 

And in the glaw of thought the boundless volume reads. 
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An intellectual sun-beam, and his eye 

Can look upon it with unbradin§^ gaie, 

And its minutest lineaments. descry; 

No speck, nor line is passed unnoticed by, 

And the iNright form perfection's image wears, 

And on its fore^ad sceptred miyesty 

The calm, but awfid port of justice bears, (she spares. 

Who weeps, when she condemns, but smiles not, when 

Mercy ! thou dearest attribute of heaven. 
The attractive charm, the smile of Deity, 
To whom the keys of Paradise are given-*-* 
Thy glance is love, thy brow benignity. 
And bending o'er the world with tender eye, 
Thy bright tears &I1 upon our hearts like dew, 
And melting at the call of clemency, 
We raise to God tgain our earth-fixed view, 
And in^our bosom glows the living fire anew. 

The perfect sense of beanty— how the heart. 
Even in this low estate, with transport swells, 
When Nature's charms at once upon us start-* 
The ocean's roaring waste, where grandeur dwells. 
The cloud-gir^ nfountain, whose bald summit tells, 
Beneath a pure black sky the faintest star. 
The flowery mase of woods, and hills, and dells. 
The bubbling brook, the cascade sounding far, 
Kobed in ameUow mi^ a» Evenipg mounts her car, 
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And with her glowing pencil paints the skies 

In hues, transparent, melting, deep, and clear^ 

The richest picture shown to mortal eyes, 

And lovelier when a dearer self is near, ' 

And we can whisper in her bending ear, 

^' How fair are these, and yet how fairer thou," 

And pleased the artless flattery to hear. 

Her fiill blue eyes in meek confusion bow — 

That hour, that look, that eye, are living to me now. 

But there the cloud of earth*bom passion gone, 
Taste, quick, correct, exalted, raised, refined, 
Rears o*er the subject intellect her throne. 
The pure platonic extacy of mind; 
By universal harmony defined. 
It feels the fitness of each tint and hue, 
Of every tone that breathes along the wind. 
Of every motion, form, that charm the view, 
^d lives upon the grand, the beautiful, and new. 

The feelings of the heart retain their sway, 

But are ennobled — ^not the instinctive tie, 

The storge, that so often leads s^stray. 

And poisons all the springs of infancy. 

So that, thenceforth, to live is but to*dit, 

And linger with a venom at the heart, 

To feel the sinking of despondency. 

To writhe around the early planted dart, 

And bum and pant with thirst that never can depart. 
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Such are the Wotmds mdulgadt parents give, 

Who slay the smiling blossom of their love ; 

And if the blighted plant should lingering live, 

The spirit cannot wing its flight above, 

fiut in its restless agony will rove 

Still on and onward in forbidden jOy, 

Till wildly, as a whirlwind's fiury drove. 

He rashes to the foes that soon destroy, 

And then they weep, and curse their lost, deluded boy. 

His friendship wanned to love-'-all things, that feel, 
In all his tenderness of feeling share; 
His love, bright as devotion's holiest seal. 
For sex, without its ill, has b^lng there; 
All pleasure's smile and virtue's beauty wear. 
And kindred souls in dear communion blend. 
Love, purest love, without its sigh and care. 
And hand in hand their mounting way they wend, 
With hope that meets no chill, and joys that never end. 

Devotiorf — 'tils an all-absorbing flame — 

The Omnipotent, all-perfect, endless Being, 

The builder of the universal frame. 

At one quick glance, past, present, future, seeing, 

By whom, hot, cold, moist, dry, good, ill, agreeing^ 

At last, the perfect birth of bibs comes forth. 

And evil to its native darkness fleeing. 

Virtue shines out in her unspotted worth. 

And blasts to meanest dost the proudest forms of earth. 
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Hark— -bear the holy choir around the dirone; 

Their lips are coals, their pteans vocal fire ) 

They sing the Eternal Lord, who sits alone, 

And still their swelling anthem rises higher, 

The warbling of the miiversal l3rre. 

The harmony of hearts, and souls, and spberes**- 

O ! how my bosom bums with long desire. 

How flow my bitter, penitential tears; 

O ! 'tk a strain too loud and sweet for mortal ears. 

But stop, delirious fancy i now awaking 

From thy enchanted dream, what meets thy sight f 

The charmed spell, that bound thy senses, breaking, 

Thy Eden withers in a simoom's blight,*^ 

And all its suns have set in cindless night; 

Love, sanctity, and glory, all a gleam. 

Thy airy paradise has vanished quite, 

And falling, fading, flickering, dies life's beam. 

Thy visioned heaven has fled — alas f 't was but a dream ! 

O ! for those early days, when patriarchs dwelt 
In pastoral tents, that rose beneath the palm. 
When life was pure, and every bosom felt 
Unwarped aflTection's sweetest, holiest balm, 
And like the silent scene around tbem, calm, 
Years stole along in one nnruffled flow; 
Their hearts aye warbled with devotion's psalm. 
And as they saw their buds around them blow. 
Their keenly glistening eye revealed the grateful f^oi^. 
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They sat at eraung, when their gathered flocks 
Bleated and sported by the pafan^K^owned well, 
The sun was glittering on the pointed rocks, 
And long and wide the deepening shadows fell; 
They sang their hymn, and in a choral swell 
They raised their simple voices to the Power, 
Who smiled alcmg the fair sky; they would dwell 
Fondly and deeply on his praise ; that hour (shower. 

Was to them, as to flgwers that droop and fade, the 

* 

He warmed theih in the smibeams, and they gazed 

In wonder on that kindling fount of light. 

And as, hung in the glowing west, it biased 

In brighter glories, with a lull delight - 

They poured their pealing anthem, and when night 

Lifted her silver forehead, and the moon 

Rolled through the blue serenity, in bright 

But softer radiance, they blessed .the boon ^looa. 

That gave those hours the charm without the fire of 

Spring of the living world, the dawn of nature, 
When Man walked forth the lord of all below, 
Erect and godlike in his giant stature. 
Before the tainted gales of vice 'gan blow; 
His conscience spotless as the new-fallen snow, 
Pure as the crystsD spouting from the spring, 
He aimed no murderous dagger,^irew no bow, 
Bat at the soaring of the eagle's wing, (spring. 

The ganAt wolfs stealthy step, the li<m's ravemnf 
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With brutes alone be armed bimself for war; 

Free to tbe winds his long locks dancing flew, 

And at his prowling enemy a&r. 

He shot bis* death-shaft firom the nervy yew; 

In mohiing's mist his shiiU*-voiced bogle blew, 

And with the rising smi on tall rocks strode, 

And bounding through the gemmed and sparkling dew, 

The rose of health, that in his full cheek glowed, (flowed. 

Told of the pure, fresh stream, that there enkindling 

This was the age, when mind was all on fire, 
The day of inspiration, when the soul. 
Warmed, heightened, lifted, burning with desire 
For all the great and lovely^ to the goal 
Of man's essential glory rushed; then stole 
The sage his spark from heaven, the prophet spake 
His deep-toned words of thunder, as when roll 
The peals amid the clouds — ^words that would break 
The spirit's leaden sleep, and all its terrors wake. 

He stood (HI Sinai, wrs^ped in stom^-clouds, wild 
His loose. locks streamed around him, and his eye 
Flashed indignation on a world defiled 
With sense and slavery, who lost the high 
Prerogative of power and spirit, by 
Their loggings for their fle.sh-pot8^-^ ! 'tis lust, 
Which robs us of ou^freedom, makes us lie 
Wallowing in willing wretchedness, nor burst (curst. 
Thatthraldonit of our woes, most foul, most hard, m6st 
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He saw those Samsons by a harlot shorn, 

Re saw them take the distafi^ and assume 

The soft and tawdry tunics, which adorn 

The leering siren ; dll their flush and Uoom, 

And might and vigour, aU that can iUun^ 

And blaion manhood, by the magic rod 

Of pleasure changed to weakness, squalor, gloom, 

And they, who erst with port majestic trod, (gic nod. 

Then drunk, and gorged^ and numbed, in sleep letbar- 

He stood and rais^ his mighty voice in wrath, 
And sent it, like a whirlwind, o'er those ears, 
And thrilled them, like a simoom on its path 
Of havoc. See, the sliynbering giant hears, 
And waked, and roused, and kindled by his fears. 
Starts into new 'life with an instant spring; 
This is no time for soft repentant tears; 
At once away thdr wine-drenched qioils they fling, 
Their energy b up, thtir souk are on the wing. 

They did not lie, and wish, and long to break 

The manacles which clasped them; they did tear 

Cables as we would silk-threads, and did take 

An upward journey, where the world shines fair, 

The temple of true virtue, glory^ where 

Man lives and glows in sunshine, where the prise, 

More rich than laurel wreaths, for all, who dare 

To reason's perfect, fearless freedom rise, (eyes. 

Sfnds forUi bright beams, that dim and blind all meaner 
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Go o'er the fields of Greece aiid see her towers 

Fallen, add torn, and crumbled — see her fanes 

Prostrate and weed-encircled; dimly lours 

Brute ignorance around them, slavery reigns . 

And lords it ^'er their sacred cities, chains 

Are riveted upon them, and they gall (strains 

Their cramped limbs to the bone, the lashed wretch 

To rend the gnawing iron— but Ins fall 

Is in himsdP— sleep on — ^ye well deserve your dnrall* 

This is the old age of our fallen race; 

We mince in steps correct, but feeble; creep 

By rule unwavering in a tortoise pace; 

We do not, like the nenf-bom ancient, leap 

At once o'er mind's old barriers, but we keep 

Drilling and shaving down the wall; we play 

With stones, and shells, and flowers, and as we peep 

In nature's outward folds, like infants, say, 

How bright, and clear, and pure, our intellectual day. 

We let gorged despots rise and plant Aeir fooC 

Upon our prostrate necks, if they but give 

Their golden counters. Tyranny takes root 

In a rich soil of slodi and self — ^we live 

Like oysters in their closed sheUs — can we strive 

For freedom when this cobweb circle draws 

Its tangling coils around us? let \k» give 

Our hearts to Nature and her sftcred laws, (cause. 

And we cuk £ght unharmed, unchecked in freedon^s 
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T%ere are a few grand spmta who can feel 

The beatt^ of simplicity, and poiur 

Their ardent wishes forth, and sternly deal 

Their crumbling blows around them; they would soar. 

Where man unfettered rises, {Mtmdly-o'er 

The coounon herd of slaves to power and rule: 

€ro, search the world, you cannot find a more 

Weak, drivelling subject for a despot's tool, 

Than him who dares not leave the lessons of his school. 

Cast back your sickened eye upon the dawn 

Of Greek and Roman fi^sedom-^See their sons 

Before the bulwark of tffeir dear rights drawn. 

Proud in their simple digbity, as runs 

The courser to the- fair stream-— on* their thrones 

Tliey sat, all kings, all people— diey were firee^ 

For they were strong and temperate, and in tones 

Deep and canorous, nature's mdody. 

They simg in one foil voice the hyn^i of liberty. , 

In Dorian mood tfiey marched to meet their foes; 

VTith measured step their awfiil front they bore, 

As when a monltain billow slowly flows. 

Rising and heaving onward to the shore. 

It rolls' its mingled- waters with a roar. 

That echoes throng the mountains; wide they dash^ • 

Blue as the heavens diey kiss, and tumbling o'er. 

They burst upon the coast, and .foaming lash (crash. 

The rocks and q^intered eliflb,£ardi groans beneath the 
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Then liberty ,and law were brightest — men 

Were not themselves— -the city was their soulj 

They did not keep their treasures in a den, 

And brood them, as a fowl her eggs — ^the pole 

To which their hearts were pointed, and the goa} 

Of all their strivings was the public good; 

The sage, with naked brow and flowing stole, . 

And snowy beard, and eye majestic, stood, 

And gave to willing minds thehr high but simple food. 

It was not cates which pleased ^en— 4but they drew, 

And fiUed their brimming goblet from the stream, 

And plucked th& fruits that overhung it; few 

But noble were their works-^^e living beam 

Of sun-light' stamped their pages — ^we may dream « 

Of monsters, till the brsdn is mad— the pure. 

Bright images, wherewith their volumes teem. 

The taste of nature always will allure, (aidure. 

And while man reads and thinks, and fedls and loves^ 

Then wisdom crowned her head with stars, and smiled 

In Socrates, and glowed in Plato, shone 

Like Day's God in the Stagyrite, whotpiled 

A. pyramid of high thoughts ; as a throne. 

It lorded o'er the world for ag^s; grown ^ 

•Weak in a second childhood, they did count 

And nicely measure each minutest stone, 

And crawled around the base, but could not mount 

And taste, upon the top, the pure ethereal fount. 
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Then Eloqu^ice was power-*it was the burst 
Of feeling, clothed in words overwhelming, poored 
From mind||long cherished treasury, and nurst 
By virtue into Majesty; it soared 
And thundered in Pericles^ and was stored 
With fire that flashed, and kindled, in that soul. 
Who called, when Philip, with barbarian horde, 
Hung Over Athens, and prepared to roll (whole. 

His deluge on her towers, and drown her freedom's 

Then Poetry was inspiration — ^loud. 

And sweet, and rich, in speaking tones it rung. 

As if a choir of muses from a cloud. 

Sun-kindled, on the bright horizon hung; 

Their voices haifmonized) their lyres full strung. 

Rolled a deep descant o'er a listening world — 

There was a force, a majesty, when sung 

The bard of Troy — his living thoughts were hurled, 

like lig^itnings, when the folds of tempests are unfurled. 

Was it the tumult of contending powers. 

The cl^h of swords and shields, the rush of cars, , 

Or when aloft in night's serenest hours, 

The moon, encircled by her train of stars, 

Poured her soft light around, and dewy airs (brow ; 

Breathed through the camp and cooled the warrior's 

Was it the mellow slumber, which repairs 

The languid limbs, or keen-edged words, that bow 

The soul in wondering awe ; or wa3 it, round the prow, 
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The purple wave dispartiag, and in foam 

Roaring behind the vessel, as she flew, 

A white-winged falcon, from her lesseninoJiome, 

Ploughing the sea's broad back, as loudly blew 

The winds among the cordage — Nature threw 

Her energy athwart his page, and shed 

Her blaxe upon his mind, and there we view, 

If, chance, by taste, unwarped, unfettered, led, 

A new-made world, all life and light, around us spread. 

The times are altered — man is now no more 

The being of his capabilities ; 

The days of all his energy are o'er; 

And will those fallen demi-gods arise 

In all their panoply, and hear the cries 

Of king-crushed myriads, who wear the chain 

Of bondage; will li^t dawn upon their eyes. 

And wake them from their iron sleep, again 

To bear their breast in strife on freedom's holy plain f ^ 

A triunpet echoes o'ar their tombs — awake! 

The long full peal is ^^ vengeance! — sleep no more;** 

The marble walls, as by an earthquake, break. 

And, lo! an armed legion onward pour 

Bright casques and nodding plumes, and thirsting gore. 

The blood of awe-struck tyrants, flash their .swords; 

Their march is as a torrent river's roar. 

And with a waked slave's desperation, towards 

Thw homes of icy gloom, they drive Sarmatia's hordes. 
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There is a flood of fight roiled romd the Ull 

Of Jove, and from its ckrady brightness spring 

Spectres of kmg-dqparted greatness; sdll 

Their heart42»k homage to that riirme they bring, 

Which time has made aH-saered, where the king 

Of thunder sat upon his ivory throne, 

And by kin stood his bird, with ready wing 

To pomice upon his foes. The days are flown, (own. 

When dayknesft nded as (7od*-Valour will claim his 

And Rome again is free, and from Ay shore, 

Italia I Gaul, apd Goth, and Hun, shall fly; 

Thy sons aball wash away their shame in gore, 

And once again die year of liberty, 

The mi^ty months of glory, they shall see. 

Along thy radiant Zodiac, on the path 

Of ages, warn the nad(ms, ^* we are free''^- 

O! who can tdl the madness and the wrath. 

The dnudkennefis of aoid« a new-wiiked pec^le hathf 

They stand for heartb and ahar, wife and shre; 
Their lisping infents call them to the fight. 
And as they tall, their eye^balls fladiing fire. 
And shouting whh a courser's wild defi^t. 
When loosed he bounds and prances in die might 
Of young life. There is hi the somid of home 
A magic, and the patriot, in his right 
Stroog^founded, meets the prowUng fees, that come 
To waste his land— >no threats his valour can baiunab. 

8 
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The torch that li^ts him in his high career. 

Was kindled at the purest, holiest flame ; 

He fights for all his bosom holds most dear. 

And O ! no voice so conquering as the claim 

Of filid tenderness and love; no name 

So melting as sire, wife, and children — all 

Are in those sweet words blended. What is fame, 

Though pealing with her trumpet, to the call 

Of lundred, bdund and toiling in a tyrant's thrall f 

He sees the noble and the learned stoop. 

And kiss the feet that crush them, and die crowds 

In hopeless, cureless, willmg bondage, droap ; 

And yet he does not shrmk beneath Aat cloud, 

But, muttering execrations deep, not kmd, 

He whets his sword upon hb heaped-up wrong ; 

And starting, like a spectre firom his slmmd, * 

Stung by the lash of slavery's knotted thong, 

In all the mi^t of wrath, he hulls his strengdi along. 

Even as a tigress, when her secret lair 

The hunter hath invaded^-howshe draws 

Her limbs to all their tenseness, points her hair, ^ 

Gnashes her grincBng teeth, and bares her claws, 

And breathes a stifled growl^ and in a pause 

Of burning fiiry hangs upon the spring; 

And nerved and heated in a parent's cause, 

Bounds roaring on the robber, like the wing (sling. 

Qf pouncing hawk, or stdne hurled whissing from die 
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They meet at HvoB— and ni^t has spread 

Her cnrtain o'er tho^ legioos, who would qnendi 

The flame, that BraOis, TuUy, Cato, fed; 

And from its 1<^ cofapnn madly wrench 

The new-raised statue* Freemea wiU not blendi, 

When they have broke their fetters^ but will arm 

Their nervy hands wkh vengeance, and wiU clench 

And graf^le with their masters; ibr the charm 

Of liberty's sweel voice the coldest heart will warm. 

They meet, and they are yictor»— but the soul, 

like his town mountain's lava glowing, dies, 

And fidls with ImumI firm-graq^ed up<m th^ goal 

Of all his longings. As be mounts* the skies, 

He drops his mantle on the youth, who rise 

To give Hmr lives, like hiB|, to liber^ ; 

Devoted to die noblest sacrifice. 

Like stars ofpufestbrigfatiM6i», they shall be (shall flee. 

l%e rallying pomt, where all the bruised and crushed 

A dream — a cruel dream*-4iur rose the sun 

Of freedom on that sky without a cloud; 

Sweet was the dawn, whrai Hberty w^ won > 

By hands unweqponed; and they hasted, proud 

Of blobdlras conquest, in their peeaas loud 

To those, who Samson-like had raat their chain; ^ 

Then heavenward shone the for^ieads, which had bowed 

To fcnreign rule for ages, and again 

The peo[de's majesty towered over UU and plain. 
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And we diA hcft tbe Romui kaA Mraked, 

And udeDl vakur luid j«mred weir, 

And that the Eagk'i tfaint of light tiUBbked, 

As when abo^ the eapitol Am flew^ 

Still sottgfat her eyry w tin bounttMB Urn y 

And we did hope a tpirit bad gone fimk^ 

Whidi grants and tknr paraiitet would me, 

And, like a torrent mlling to the north, (wortll, 

WonU with it blend all imorti, dun kepi aaa't aadvt 

It seemed the r^aovation of the wovU, 
The knell of despots, and the day when thronei 
Were tottering, and crowns falling;, when KiagA, hurM 
From then* base height of kist, sbooM leave their bonei 
To moidder in their fcndiJ fihh ; the rtanes 
Which bound the nrch of mpire, lost their hokd^ 
And in the sudden crush were heard the groans 
Of gorged and pampered spoilers, who had rolled 
like havoc on tbe donaJ^, weak treadilen of thdr Csld. 

And we did see a nation on their way 

To stop the invodiag torrent, ere it came 

And deluged their Aur fields. It was a day 

Of breathless expeotation, when the iame 

Of freedom biinied the highest^ for the game 

Of Man*s emane^MUion wns at stake* 

The heart that would not durob then, had no claim 

And place in Honor's cohunn^^'twonld not wake. 

Even if u bok tern IkaTea ihonM by its pillow break. 
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They hung *^ip6fir the momiluin) Hke a wMtm 
Crowning the Appeaiiie with deep, dim Bhade^ 
And oWthen lowered the bold and ardent fornii 
Who seemed in panofily of fire anrr|red{ 
And from their pikes and bayooetir tfiere played 
A stream of lightnings on the advancing host, 
Which, tndned and mirtared in the murdering trti^, 
Like-tempest-biUows roiling to the coast, . (post. 

Marched slow, and tftill, and snre, io ttorm that rocky 

In aU the cfiscipline of war they came; 

Their strong^sqnared columns moYed with heavy tread; 

llieir st^, tibeir bearing, even dieir breath Ae same, 

And not a unmnm* whispered tlwough the dead 

And boding sUenee ; by a master led^ 

Even as a rock, that fronts the iirftfiste wave. 

They saw diem banging on their mountain's head; 

With c<dd, fumid sneer they marked the tmtatored brave, 

Akid knewhcve lay wide-yawned Italian freedom's grave* 

Secure and calm, tbey pttdrnd their camp, and piled 
Their arms, and frvled their banners; idl was still, > 
When, like the bursd^ of a haiMottd, wild 
Those snn-fired kgions harried down the hill, 
And dashed against thehr robbers, widi a will 
To do all deeds of daring, and a ndgfct 
Nerved into machiess by those wrongs, that fill 
The heart to ov«rflowkig; from that hd^ht, 
Jb 0ae wild rush, they poured their aouls into the fight. 
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Awhile the Amtriaii wflvered, (or^ke^^fthfk^ 

Fell with a giant's vigour; but the clear, 

Qqick-sigfated leader bade their stretched wings cloie. 

And circle in the headlong fwamis; then fear 

Usurped the seat of courage; far and near 

The plain was covered with the flyhsig bands. 

In vain the patriot's effort, word, and tear, 

His life's blood only drenched his coontrys sands, 

Or stained with fruitless drops the brute invader's hands. 

The invading wave rolls on — no arm is raised 

To stem its ceaseless progress; in its fkntd 

It swallows all the hopes, on which men gaxed 

With such deep yearnings, as when linnets brood 

Their callow nestlings — they are now the food 

Of sceptered ribaldry and regal sneers; 

Well, let them laugh and revel in light mood— 

A voice of wrath, ere long, will thrill dmr ears. 

And give them doubly Adlthdur ciq) of blood and tears. 

Fosterers of nations! whose pudental hand 
Scourges the unwilling subject to obey. 
To you, ye self-nnsnomered hohf bamd^ 
The goaded slaves their stripes and wounds thall pay; 
Though now their heads m cfaUd-hke fbar they lay. 
They keenly feel the smart of all^their wrong; 
They now may stoop and crawl, there is a day 
When they will rise and to their vengeance throng; 
Even now ye trembling dread what will not linger long. 



V 
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Aceldama of nations ! thou bast bkd 

From countless gashes^- thou must still bleed on; 

Thy cbiMren's gone that harvest-firid has fe^ 

Where thmt thy chains and manacles hast won; 

Thy struggle for true liberty is done, 

France, Italy, have ff>used and burst their thrall, 

iknd started in that glorious race to run — 

Wheve have their high words aided? See their fallr-* 

The despots crush them now, and say, " So perish all 

Who will -Sot sleep contented, while we rule, 

And fleece, and flay them;'* yon may writhe and turn, 

And curse them, as you crouch, their earth-pressed stool ; 

Tes, ye may start a mom^t, spring and spurn 

The foot that treads you; ye may gk>w and bi^ti 

With wrath to be so scoftd at, but a weight 

Like mountabw bows you down; dust is your urn; 

The spirit is besotted— ^this your fate, 

To rise, and stumble, kneel and kiss the hand you hate. 

One storm has come and gone-— the film is torn 

From ofi*your eyes— you look, and Power is there; 

Around his dirone unnumbered shields are borne, 

Serried in close array; you cannot tear 

The monster from his pinnacle; his lair 

Is filled with bones of fireemen he has slain. , 

As a crouched lion, when his fangs are bare. 

He casts around his keexk eye; Hope in vain 

lifts up.her gase, Us glance bends it to earth again. 
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Freedom can have no dwelling on that ihore; 

She mutt away and crosa the Atlantic Soods 

Why play the rude game overf yon nny pour 

In waves, like torrent rivers, yover best blood, 

But it will end in ^^ we have dared and stood 

In battle for our rights; we sink again 

Before an overwhelming wught, the £»od 

Of tyrants and their parasites, who drain (chain.'' 

Our tears hke wine, and bind with doubled links our 

Severe and simple, walked the Cyprian sag# 

In Athens' pictured porch ; be showed and tan^ 

Unbending virtue in a downward age. 

And reckoned all the joys of seme as ncmgfat, 

And mastered down the tide of swelling thought. 

And bound on passion an unyielding rein ; 

With slow, sure step, the highest good he soi^t, 

And shunning, as a viper's tooth, the stain 

Of weakness, marched erect to truth's majestic fimt, 

Which stood aloft in Doric plafamess, bright 
The sun4>eams. played i^on its marble pride^ 
And from it ilasbed a stream of purest -li^t 
Down its ascendmg path-<-as rolls the tide 
Of snow-fed torrents, in a deep, a wide, 
Resbtless rush of waters, till the plain 
Is satiate with its richness; then they g^de 
In summer's scanty wave, so pure, no stain 
Darkens its Uqmd lig^t, when rolling to the 
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So on the siind enWfapped in error's cloak, 

Whom bigotry and 9€tise have led astray; 

If chance the fetters of ^s thought are broke, 

And all the night that dframed him, swept away, 

And on him wisdom pours her ftillest ray, 

A flood seems rdled through his exulting soul. 

And all hs fiihess hardly can allay * 

His new-waked thirst for knowledge; to the goal 

Of troth he sprin^^ and spuims indignant all control. 

Awhile he grasps at Science, with the strong, 

Fier<^ spirit of ambition, when his car 

O'er fortune's field of blood is borne along, 

Drawn by ike wildly rushing steeds of war, 

And hurrying on in quest of Fame's bright star, (^re ; 

TbsLt shines durough smdie, and dust, and wounds, a(nd 

Justice and mercy camiot raise a bar 

Across the torrent of lus wrath; its roar 

Drives virtue, love, and peace, affiri^ted from its shore. 

So on he nshes, in the high pursuit 
Of knowledge, tiU his stored and wearied mind 
Bows 'neath the weight of its collected friut. 
And casting all its useless load behmd. 
No more to man's essential being blind. 
His thought dwells only cm die good supreme; 
Then calm in dignity, in taste refined, 
A spirit pure and lucid, as the beam 
Ethereal, virtue's chi^hnsare hb continual theme. 

9 
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And what is virtue but the just employ 

Of all our faculties, so that we live 

Longest, and soundest, and se^n^t— joy 

Its handmaid, all the sweets that health can give, 

The light heart, and the strong frame, which can strive. 

Delighted in the war we must endure ;. 

Thoughts clear, bold, tireless, feelings all alive, 

No passion can subdue, no sense allure, 

Even as our Sire in Heaven, just, merciful, and pure. 

The animal is crushed, the God bears sway, 

The immortsd essence, the enkindling fire; 

What powers, what energy, it can display. 

When, freed from life's gross wants, it dare aspire, 

And give a free rein to its high desire, 

And longing for a mind tiiat cannot sleep, 

Even as Apollo with his golden lyre. 

And canopied in sunbeams, he would sweep (deep. 

His chords, and pour a hymn, harmonious, fidl, and 

A hymn to Nature, and the unEseen himd 

That guides its living wheels, the moving soul 

Of this material universe, who spanned 

Within his grasp, it6 circle, where suns roll, 

Each in its fixed orb, and around the whole 

Has drawn in viewless light its flaming walls; 

This is the limit Of our thought, the goal 

Where mind's imaginative pinion falls. 

When wrapt in solemn thought, no link of earth inthrals. 
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I walk abroad at midnight, and my eye, 
Purged from its sensual blindness, upward turns, 
And wanders o'er the dark and spangled sky. 
Where every star, a fount of being, bums, 
And pours out life, as Naiads, from dieir urns, 
Drop their refreshing dew on herbs and flowers-— 
1 gaie, until my fancy's eye discerns. 
As in an azure hall, the assembled powers 
Of nature spend in deep consult those solemn hours. 

Methinks I hear their language — but it sounds 

Too high for my conception, as the roar 

Of thunder in the mountains, ndien it bounds 

From peak to peak; or on the echoing shore 

The tempest-driven billows bursting pour. 

And raise their awful voices; or the groan 

Rumbling in Etna's entrails, ere its store 

Of lava spouts its red jets; or the moan 

Of winds, that war Within their cavemed walls of stone. 

And there is melody among those spheres, 

A ipnsic sweeter than the vernal train, , 

Or fay notes, which the nymph-struck shepherd hears, 

Where moon-light dances on the liquid plain. 

That curb before the west wind, tiU the main 

Seems waving like a ruffled sheet of fire-^ 

Tis Nature's Alleluia; and again 

The stars exult, as when the Eternal Sire (desire. 

Said, << be there light," and light shoae fordi at his 
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How my heart trembles on so vast a theme— 

The boundless source of energy and power, 

The living essence of the good supreme, * 

The all-seeing eye that watches every hour, 

That marks the opening of each bud and flower, 

That paints the colours of the ephemeron's wing, 

That counts die ndyriad drops, which form the shower^ 

As wondrous in the awakening call of spring, 

As worlds that lie beyond the stretch of Fancy's wing. 

With brute uncanscuHu gaze^ man marks the earth 

Take on its livery of early flowers^ 

He sees no beauty in this annual birth. 

No ceaseless working of creative powers; 

His soul, lethargic, wakes not in those hours 

When air is living, and the waters teem 

With new-bom being, and the mantUng bowers 

Are full of love and melody, and seem 

The happy Eden of a poet's raptured dream. 

The sky is then serenest and its arch 

Qf brighter sapphire; and the sportive train 

Of life-awakening zephyrs, on their march. 

Shed renovating influence o'er the plain; 

The blue waves sparkle on the laughing main, 

Which renders back to heaven its placid smile; 

The chequered sky, now clear, now dropping rain 

On flowers, that spread their leaves to catch it, while 

The fidl-swob river rolls a fertiliiing Nile. ' 
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How lovely is the fatndscape! Morning peqts 

Behind yon le^fy moomain, and her eye 

Liooks o'er a fresh, green world, that calmly deeps 

In the sweet cradle of its in&ncy , 

And clustering round the rocky summits, fly 

Light mists, now painted in the rich array 

Of Haai^o's nu^e^ic spectrum, which on high 

Spans the dark tempest, as it steals away. 

And westward glows in pomp the golden eye of day. 

Beneath the cliff that frowns in blackness, lies 

The mirror of dark waters, on it rest 

Soft wreaths of snowy vapour, such as rise 

Spotless in winter on the mountain's breast. 

Soft as the' downy couch by beauty prest, • 

And mantled in as gay a canopy 

Of overhanging clouds in crimson drest, . 

All glow, transparency and purity, 

Fit curtain to the thr<me where dwells Etemi^. 

And now the sun springs upward from his bed. 

Insufferably briHiant,'and his blase 

Tinges with flowing gold the icy head 

Of peaks which rise above the clouds, and gaxe 

In lonely grandeur on an endless mase 

Of budding landscs^pe, hiUs, woods, meadows, lakes^ 

Rivers, and winding rivulets, where plays 

The wave in lines of silver. Day now breaks 

In dauling floods of light, and living nature wakes 
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Her woodland choristers, and air is breatliing 

In tones of love-tuned harmony, die deep. 

Heart-kindling, soid-inspiring anthem wreathing 

The burst of native joy, tHat will not sleep, 

But at the summons of the dawn will leap, 

And all its fiill-swoln tides of feeling pour. 

And, as the light winds from the bright lake sweep 

The mantling vapours, it will freely soar (roar. 

And with its strong voice drown the waterfall's wide 

Let Man come forth, and in the general throng 
Of tuneful hearts, his high devotion raise, 
And, joining in the universal song 
Of thankful rapture, centre all the rays 
Of that heaven-lighted intellect, whose blate, 
Bright emanation from the ethereal beam, 
Forever kindling through eternal days, 
A disembodied spark, along life's stream, 
Shall always hasten on to excellence supreme. 

There is its only resting place — ^while here 

We pine in heart-sick longing. Is the fire, 

That bums within our bosoms, for a sphere 

Of brighter, purer being, something hi^er 

Than all Man ever reached to, the desire 

Of smless purity and tireless idiought, 

But the vibration of a living wire, 

The motion of frail flesh more nicely wrought, 

That trembles here awhile and then cdnsumes to naught ? 
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Our thoughts are boundless thou^ our firames are frail) 

Our souk inm^ortal, though our lipibs decay; 

Though darkened in this poor life by a veil 

Of suflering, dying matter, we shall play 

In tmth^s eternal sunbeams; on the way 

To Heaven's high capitol our car shall roll; 

The temple of the power whom all obey. 

That is the mark we tend to, for the soul 

Can take no lower flight, and seek no meaner goal. 

I feel it— rthough the fledi is weak, I feel 

The spirit has its energies untamed 

By all its fatal wanderings; time may heal 

The wounds which it h^s suflered; folly claimed 

Too large a portion of its youth; ashamed 

Of those low pleasures, it would leap and fly. 

And soar on wings of lightning, like the famed 

Elijah, when the chariot rushing by 

Bore him with steed& of fire triumphant to the sky. 

We are as barks afloat upon the sea . - 

Helmless and oarl^ss, when the light has Aed, 

The spirit, whose strong influence can, free 

The drowsy soul, that slumbers in the dead. 

Cold night of mortal darkness; from the bed 

Of sloth he rouses at her sacred call, 

And kindling in the blaze around him shed, 

Rends with strong e^rt sin's debasmg thrall, . (kll. 

And gives to God, his strength, his heart, his mind, bis 
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Onr home is not on earth; aMioiigfa we deep, 

And sink m seeming death awhile, jret then • 

The awakening voice tfpeaks loudly, and we leq> 

To life, and energy, and light, again^ 

We cannot slumber always in the den 

Of sense and selfidmess; the day will break. 

Ere we forever leave the haunts <^ men; 

Even at the parting hour the soul will wake, 

NcNT like a senseless brute iu unknown journey take. 

How awfiil is that hour, when cimscience stin^ 

The hoary wretch, who on his death-bed hears. 

Deep in his soul, the thundering voice that rings. 

In one dark, damning moment,, crimes of years, 

And screaming like a vulture in his ears, 

Tells one by one his thoughts and deeds (tf shame; 

How wild the fury of his soul careers! 

His swart eye flashes with intensest flame, 

And like the torture's rack the wrestling of his frame 

Our souls have wings; their flight b like the rush 
Of whirlwinds, and they upward point their way. 
Like him who bears the thunder, when, the flush 
Of his keen eye feeds on the dassling ray: 
He claps his pinions in ike blase of day. 
And gaining on the loftiest arch his thr6ne 
DarU his quick vision on his fated prey, 
Aifd, gathering all his vigor, he is gene, 
And in an ifistant grasps his victim as his own. 



Digitized by 



Google 



73 

We soar as proudly, and as quiddy fall. 

This moment in the empyrean, then we sink, 

And wrapping in the joys of sease our all, 

The stream, that flows from Heaven we cannot drink^ 

But we will lie along the flowery brink 

Of pleasure's tempting current, till the wave 

Is bitter and its banks bare, then we think 

Of what we might have been,, and, idly brave. 

We take a diort weak flight, and drop into the grave. 

My heart has felt new vigour, and the glow 

Of hi^ hopes and bri^t fancy, and the spring 

Of that unchanging being, whither flow 

The breathings of our spirit, when its wing 

Is spread to take its last flight, where we ding 

In all the st<Hnais of life, as to an oar ; 

There, like the shinmg serpent, we shall fling 

Away our earthly shackles; there no more 

The wind shaU lift the waves and send them to the shore^ 

To make wild music on the surging beach, 
And fling the foam aloft in snowy curls, 
And, pouring headlong through the sei^wall's breach, 
Suck,^ the raging vortex' §^dy whirls. 
The sea-bird lighting on the wave, that hurls 
To swift destruction, but there is a rock, 
Built strong, deep-planted — ^mercy there unfurls 
Her white flag, and the bark, that stands the shock, 
The tempest-tossing tide, the breaker's burst shall mock. 

10 
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Much study is a weariness— so said 

The sage of sages, and the aching eye, 

The pallid cheek, the trembling frame, the head 

Throbbing with thought and torn with agony. 

Attest his truth; and yet we will obey 

The intellectual ^umeny and will gase 

In wondering awe upon it, and will pay 

Worship to its omnipotence; llie blace 

Of mind is as a fount of fire, that upward plays 

Aloft on snow-clad mountains, on whose breast 

Unspotted purity has ever lain; 

The clouds of sense and passion cannot rest 

Upon its shadowy summit, nor can stain 

The white veil which enwraps it, nor in vain 

Roll the white floods of liquid heat, they melt 

The gathered stores of ages, to the plain 

They pour them down in streams enkindling, feh 

By every human heart, in myriad channels dealt* 

This is the electric spark sent down from Heaven, 
That woke to second life the man of clay; 
The torch was lit in ether, light was given, 
Which not all passion's storms can sweep away,» 
There is no closing to this once-risen day; 
Tempests may darken, but the sun will glow, 
Serene, unclouded, daxxling, and its ray 
Through some small crevices will always flow, 
Nor leave in utter night the world that gropes below. 
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And now and then some q>irit, from the throng, 
With wings Daedalean, in his rage will soar, 
And spreading wide his pinions, with a strong 
And desperate efibrt, from this servile shore 
Mounting like Minder's swans, whose voices poor 
Melodious music, like the d3ring fall 
Of zephyrs in a pine grove, or the roar 
Heard through the lonely forest, when the pall 
Of night o'erhangs us, borne from some far waterfaHL 

With wing as tireless, and with voice as sweet. 
His eye the falcon's, and his heart the dove's, 
He.lifb his heavenward daring, till the heat 
Of that same orb he aimed to, which he loves 
To mark with keen ^e till the cloud removes, 
That gave its glow a softness, with its bUgbt 
Withers his sinewy strength; so Heaven reproves 
The minds, that scan it with audacious sight. 
And seek with restless gase too pure, unmingled light* 

Gay was the Paradise of love he drew. 

And pictured in his fancy; he did dwell 

Up<m it till it had a life; he threw 

A tint of Heaved athwart it — ^who can tell 

The yearnings of his heart, the charm, the spell. 

That bound him to that vision? Cold truth came 

And plucked aside the veil-— he saw a hell. 

And o'er it cnrled blue flakes of lurid flame-*- (shame. 

He laid him down and dtqied his damp chill brow in 
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His fall b as the Titan's, who would tear 
The thunder firom their monarch, and woidd pile 
Their mountain stairway to Olyn^Mis, where 
The bolt they grasped at, [uerced them; with a smile 
Of fearless power the thonderer sat the while. 
And mocked their fruitless toiling, dien he huried 
His whitening arrows, and at once thdr guile 
And force were blasted, and their fall unfurled 
An awfiil warning flag to a presumptuous world. 

They stand, a beacon chained upon die rock; 
Heaven o'er them lifb unvmled her boundless blue; 
Ambidon's sun still scorches, and ike mock 
Of all their high denres is fidl in view; 
Aflecdon cools their foreheads with no dew 
Of melting hearts, no rain of pitying eyes; 
The vulture, conscience, gnaws them, ever new 
Their heart's torn fibres into life will rise. 
The gorging fiiry clings, repelled she neva* flies. 

These are the men who dared to rend the veil 
Religion hung around us; they would tear 
The film firom oflT our eyes, and break the pale 
That bound the awe-struck spirit, nor would spare 
The worship paid by ages; in the glare 
Of their red torches Piety grew blind. 
And saw no more her comforter; her fair 
And fond hopes lost their beauty; can the mind. 
When rifled of its faith, so dear a solace find? 
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They pull down Jove from his Idsean throne; 
They quench the Jew's Schechinah, and the cross, 
That bore the mangled corse of Heaven's own Son, 
They tranq^le in the dust, and spurn as dross; 
And will they recompense the world its loss? 
Have they a fairer li^t to cheer our gloom? 
Oh no! — the grave yawns on us as a fosse, 
Where we must sleep forever; this our doom— - 
Body and mind diall rot and moulder m the tomb. 

There b a mourner, and her heart is broken-* 

She is a widow; she is old and poor ; 

Her only hope is in that sacred token 

Of peaceful happiness, when life is o'er; 

She asks nor wealth nor pleasure, begs no more 

Than Heaven's deUghtfid volume, and the sight 

Of her Redeemer. Scept^s! would yon pour 

Tour blasting vials on her head, and blight (night? 

Sharon's sweet rose, that blooms and charms her being's 

She Hves in bar affections; for the grave' 
Has closed upon her husband, children; all 
Her hopes are with the arm she trusts will save 
Her treasured jewels; though her views are small. 
Though she has never mounted high to fall 
And writhe in her debasement, yet the spring 
Of her meek, tender feelings cannot pall 
.Her unperverted palate, but will bring 
A joy without regret, a bfiss that has no sting. 
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Even as a fbuntain, whose unsiiUied wave 

Wells in the pathless valley, flowing o'er 

With silent waters, kissing, as they lave, 

The pebbles with light rippling, and the shore 

Of matted grass and flower»— so softly pour 

The breathings of her bosom, when she prays, 

Low-bowed^ before her Maker; then no more 

She muses on the griefs of former days; (rays. 

Her full heart melts and flows in Heaven's dissolving 

And Faith can see a new world, and the eyes 
Of Saints look pity on her; Death will come — 
A few short moments over, and the prite 
Of peace eternal waits her, and the tomb 
Becomes her fondest pillow; all its gloom 
Is scattered; what a meeting there will be 
To her and all she loved here, and the bloom 
Of new life from those cheeks shall never flee— 
Theirs is the health which lasU through all eternity 

There is a war within me, and a strife 
Between my meaner and my nobler powers; 
I would and yet I cannot part with life; 
rFis as a scorpion's sting to view those hours. 
Where soul has bowed to tense, and darkly lours 
The future in the distance. There are men, 
Whose strange-blent nature, now an angel's towers. 
And rides among the loftiest, and then 
Seeks, like a snarling dog, the cynic's squalid den. 
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They nestk in their prisoB; they can find 

No firiend to pour their hearts on; they would cling 

Closer than ivy to the kindred mind 

They touch — ^its ice-cold freeses^ then they fling 

Affection to the winds, and madly spring 

To shun their hated fellows in some cave; 

A leaden weight confines their spirit's wii^, 

Life palls them, there is naught beyond the grave, 

They turn a sneer on Him, who gives his hand to save. 

Theirs is the boundless love of sentient being — 
As they have now the wiD, had they the power, 
Were but their longings and their strength agreeing. 
Their outspread hand a flood of bliss would shower. 
And wake the moral world, as in the hour 
Of spring wakes living nature — firom his sleep 
Of vice and superstition Man should tower; 
Thoughts pure, high feeUngs, purpose strong and deep. 
Should lift him on, like wings, up virtue's craggy steep* 

And flowers should bloom on his ascending tracks 

Like roses on their wild thorns, by the way 

The hunter scales the mountains, nor should lack 

Music of tunefid birds; the flute should play 

The soft airs of the shepherdess; when day (night 

Spreads the broad plane tree's noon shade, and when 

Spangles her silent canopy, away 

By some dark cavern on the lonely height, 

The ftdt-voiced hynm should tell the hermit's holy flight ; 
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Who gits alone in darkness, wrapped in musing, 
Communing with the Universe, the Power, 
Whose ceaseless mercy love and life diffusing, 
Bids the sun dart his warm rays, sends the shower. 
Mantles the turf in green, and decks the bower 
With tufted leaves and wreathed flowers, whose perfume^ 
Earth's incense, breathes most sweetly at the hour, 
When soft-descending night-dews steep the bloom, 
And with their star-lit gems the mantling arch illume; 

And fit>m this waste of beauty fills the urn 

Of plenty with her fair fruits, spreads the plain 

With all the wealth of harvest, the return 

Of spring's delightful promise, with a chain 

Of love and bounty binding life's domain 

To Him, who by his fiat gave it birth; 

Else had these flowery fields a desert lain. 

And all the riches of the teeming earth 

Been withered by the touch of endless, hopeless dearth ; 

Else had one wilderness of rock and sand, 
Treeless and herbless, where no rain nor dew 
Poured their reviving influence, one land 
Of sparkling barrenness appalled the view. 
And o'er it Heaven had raised its cloudless blue, 
Hot as the burning steel's cerulean glow, 
And the sun's blasting arrows darted through 
The scorched brain, till its lava blood would flow 
In torrents, and its veins throb with delirious throe; . 
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And man had died of thirst and famine — ^Deatb 
Comes not with direr aspect; eyes of bloody 
Staring and bursting; frequent, fiery breath 
Heaved from the breast, that seems one boifing flood 
Of maddening piilsea, writhing as a brood 
Of serpents roused to fury; like their hiss . 
They rush along the swoln veins, and for food 
His parched Jaws gnaw his flesh, and O ! what bliss (this. 
To drain his life's warm stream — there is no death like 

This is the living prototype of hell — 
The earth idl fire without, all flame within, 
And conscience barking like a Hysen's yell. 
And pouring out her vialed wrath on sin ; 
She lights her torch unwasting — ^then begin 
.^es of endless torture, for the heart, 
Whom Circe aiid the tempting Sirens win. 
While listening to their voice, must feel the smart 
And pangs of unfed Hope's forever probing dart. 

The clouds are gathering on tbe mountain tops. 
And in their dark veil wrap those cliffs and towers 
Of wasteless granite, those enduring props. 
On which the arch of Heaven rests, where the Pow^ 
Of winter hold thehr rule, even in the hours 
When sultry summer scorches; there diey roll 
And spread their frowning curtains; night diere lours 
With an unusual blacftess, and the pole 
Rocks witit the bolt, as if the knell of nature tolled. 

U 
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In haiy gloom the threatening tempest broock^ 

Crownmg with ebcm wreajths the mountain's cone, 

And holding in its magaiinei the floods. 

That soon will hurry headlong from ita throne. 

From rock to rock impetuous pouring down 

Their dark, foam->crested waters, as the mane 

Waving amid the rush of war,, and drown, 

In their wide-wa^dng waves, the cultured- plain, 

And bear flocks, fore^, towns, and harvests, to the main* 

And see — the cloudy billows heave their surges, 

In airy tides, along yon western wall, . 

Now swiftly rolling as the roused wind urges. 

Now hanging silent as the wild blasts fall, 

Drooping in massy folds, as if the pall 

Of all these sweet scenes o^er us wefe outspread; 

Even as a spectre rising grim and tall 

At night to some scared wanderer, fancy-led, (bead. 

Sullen, and dim, and dark, towers yonder mountain^ 

A solemn panse — the woods below are still; 

No breetes wave their light leaves, and the lake 

Lies like a sleeping mirror; on the hill 

The white flocks eye the rain-drops, that will slake 

Their hot thirst, and the screaming curlews take 

Their circling flight along the silent stream; 

Save their storm-loving music now awake. 

Nature seems slumbering in a*n4bnigfat dream; 

She startfr^-bebold aloft that sudden quivering glean. 
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The torcb it lit among the cloud»-^e peab 
Roar through the looely wilds, and echoing swell 
Around the far horiion— earth now feels 
And trembles as she listens-^who can tett 
The spirit's awef as if h heard its knells 
It bows before' the Power, whose hand controls 
Lightning, and wind, and waves, idio loves to dwell 
In storms, and on its path the tempest rolls, <soali, 
Whose words are bolts, whose glance electric pierces 

And makes the bold blasphemer pale with awe, 

And stills the madman's laugh, and strikes with dread 

The brow, -that bo>re defiance to the law 

Stamped on the universe; he hides his head 

In darkness like the ostrich, all those, led > 

By his once fearless mocking, slink away. 

And o'er them prostrate, wrathfid angels tread^ 

And draw their fiery arrows, and repay 

With fear and death the hearts that dare to cBsobey. 

'TIS night, and we are on the mountain top^-^ 
The air is motionless, and not a breath 
Of wind is whispered, and the pure dews drop 
From Heaven, fike tears, upon thi| lovely death 
Of nature,- while the landscape underneath, 
And the vast arch above, smile in the ray 
Of the full moon, who, circled in her wreath 
Of glory, walks, a queen, her lofty way, 
And poors' upon the world a softer, calmer day. 
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The hills, the plains, and meadows, far below^ 
Sparkle with watery diamonds, and the stream . 
That steals in oft meanders, in its flow . 
Of peacefulness, is silvered with her beam, 
And the round banns in the woodlands seem 
Like mirrors circled in a pearly row. 
And like the colours of the dying bream. 
The soft misu hovering round them, bear the bow. 
The aerial brede of light, lit with a mdlower glow. 

Than when it sits majestic on the storm. 

What time it hangs along the .eastern sky^ 

The herald of returning calm, its form, 

As imaged erst, a maid of peaceAd eye, 

Who on her dewy safiron wings would fly, 

And roll away the clouds along the wind, 

And laughing as she saw the car on hi^ 

Shine in its full efiulgence, as the mind. 

Whom sense can never sink, nor passion's fury blind. 

So rolls that car along its arch of blue, 

And shines with a serener effluence; air 

Wakened by fanning breeses, charms anew 

The flushed cheek with its coolness; Heaven b fair, 

A speck dims not its liquid afeure, .there 

The eye can rest with calmness, and the green 

And bloom of grass and flowers new richness wear, 

And sweeter incense -rises from the bean. 

And jessamine, and rose, that scent this dewy scene* 
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As when the twilight of a weary life 

Conies on with quietness and purity. 

And after vainly struggling in the strife 

Of pleasure or ambition, from the eye 

The film falls, and the mantling vapours fly, 

And Man stands forth in his pure, native worth, 

And after tears for lost years hurried by, 

The soul awak^is to a second birth, 

And for a few hours knows there is a Heaven on earths 

Uve for the present moment, but live so 

As you mi^t Hve' forever; let the cares 

And toils of this poor transient being go, 

And pluck the fruit the tree of knowledge bears. 

And gase upon the channs ^pdiich virtue wears, 

TtJI her eye's light has filled and warmed your breast-— 

Be strong, and bold, and active— 4ie who dares 

Contend in virtue's panoply is blest 

Alone with Heaven's unstained, enduring, noisdess rest. 

Give me the evening of a summer's day, 

A long bright day of. glory, when the sun 

Is most efiulgoit, and the earth most gay, 

And after deeds of lofty daring done. 

And palms on many a field of combat won. 

Where tonpests rage, <Nr noontide glows with power, 

And when the mind its high career has run 

To seek a covert at thier silent hour, 

Where songs aiid gales may lull in some secluded bower. 
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^U night, and winds are bosbed^the leavM are itiU, 

Or scarcely ruffle on the poplar bough, 

And where a stream of waving light, the rill 

Drips o'er the face of yonder mountain's brow, 

The moon-beams shine as on Endymion; now 

The forests are unpeopled of those gay 

And lovely nymphs and wanton fawm, but how 

They gave the fancy of the Poet play. 

And threw a rosy hue and perftmie o'er his lay. 

The Spring came forth, and with her came a traia 
Of hours and loves and graces, every bower 
Concealed its nymph, and every flowery plain 
Was full of light-winged Cupids; for llie power 
Of love awaked the Universe, the hour, 
Wh^ Hymen lit Ins tordi, and Psyche came 
Wrapped in the embrace of Eros, and a shower 
Of sweets was poured around diem, and a flame 
Shot from the glowing eyes of dni enaflsoored dame. 

She gave her soid to love, and on her lip 
Her heart stood, and he kissed the priie away, 
More sweet than wben the dews from roses drip 
In spangles on the grass, m eariy day, 
When emerald ^Iphs on airy pinions play. 
And lightly hover, as die leaves uiifiild 
And spread Aeir vemil velvet, hi the ray 
Poured through the leafy canopy, and rolled 
O^er all the bkmtt below in wmvkig floods of goM : 
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The lilac purfdmg with its hiscioiis 8|»res, 
Breathing a milky sweetness, like the balm ' 
From Aden's groves of mynii, where summer fires 
The living world to nqptore, bat the calm. 
Cool shade of spreading maples, than the palm 
With all its crimson dusters, charms me more; 
The violet, lurking underneath the halm 
Of withered grass tufts, has a dearer store (shore. 

Of sweets, than all the fiowers that glow on Ceylon^i^ 

The heart cannot be.cold in such a shade; 
It will ^ melted, as the i(;y stream 
That steals with limpid current through the glade, 
And murmurs not in. winter, but the beam 
Of warmth dissolves it; as a fleeting dream 
The fretted icicles are gone, the wave, 
Gliding o'er floowy sands in morning's gleam, 
Chimes like the song of sorrow Cycnus gave, 
In tones of dying woe around his brother's grave. 

How poor, how weak, how impotent is Man— 

Cradled in imbecility, the. prey 

Of those who love him. fondest, who wiH fan 

His passions by indulgence, and wiU sway . 

To sense and self, and pride and fear, and play 

Their apbh tricks upon him, till his soid 

Has lost its native innocence; the ray 

Kindled from Heayen, while feetie yet, is stole (bow). 

By sirem^ aid tbm qpNUohed ut Pteasure's ma&tliag 
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The foaming goblet sparklefl to the brifldi 

And heedless youth hangs o'er the glowing stream, 

And in its amber waters gaily swim 

The fairest visions of enchantment's dream, 

And o'er it plays a soft and sunny beam, 

That steals in serpent windings to the heart, ' 

And like a viper's hid in roses, gleam 

The flashings of its keen eyes, as a dart <depart 

With venom tipped, they give deep wounds that ne'er 

We lie along in gay voli^tuous ease-* . 

The full vine mantles o'er us, and our pillow 

Of mingled moss and flowers; the hum of bees 

Sucking the dew of roses, and the willow 

Now hung in downy bloom, and clothed in yellow, 

Comes like a drowsy zephyr on the ear, 

And the clear-flowing fountain murmurs mellow, 

And airy birds in mazy circles veer. 

And all seems fair and bright as some celestial ifiMt. 

We sip the cup of promise, and we drain 

With eager lip its nectar, till the fiime 

Mounts kindling to the wild and heated brain ; 

And then all things a richer tint assume, 

And are enrobed in splendour, and illumed 

With gay looks, and bright eyes, and speaking glances^ 

And lau^bing frolic waves her spangled plume. 

And revelry with light step featly dances,' 

And on thdr rcdnbow wings flit round a Qcoydof fiuictes. 
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And from our couch we sprihg — we scarce can tread 

This po8r earth in our extacy, on high 

We float through fields of Ether, overhead 

Swells witib a bluer, loftier arch the sky, 

And on an eagle's wings we seem to fly, 

And all the kingdoms of the world appear 

In dazzling beauty to the fancy's eye. 

And like the tuneful spirit of some sphere, 

The sweet winds pour fiidl floods of music in our ear* 

As breeies from Sabaea o'er the mun 

Waft 6ragrance on their pinions from the groves 

Of Myrrh and Cassia, and the snowy plain 

Of Coffee-blossoms, where the Queen of Loves, 

Drawn in her pearly car by purple doves, 

Would linger with most fondness on her way; 

A land of passion — under shady coves 

Hollowed in living rock, they spend the day, 

To see thehr Houries dance and hear their citterns play. 

The past is gone — it can return no more, 
The dew of life exhaled, its glory set; 
It has no other goods for me in store. 
It is a dreary wilderness, and yet 
I fondly look and linger. In the net 
Of pleasure all the breathings of my soul, 
The burning thoughts alone on Learning set 
Id tender childhood, pointed to the goal, (stole. 

Where bards and sages aimed, in Touth blind leaders 

13 
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And vile companions rifled, and Aey left 

My heart dispirited, and sunk, and poor, * 

Of all its highest hopes and wants bereft, 

A pinnace on the waves with naught to moor 

Or bind it to the safe bank; from die shore, 

Where my best powers stood weeping, o'er the deep, 

Tossing and madly heaving, wild winds bore 

My dark, distracted being, where fiends keep (sleep. 

Their orgies, and the worm that gnaws, wiH Mver 

There is no faope«-4en years the winds have blown. 

That bore me to my ruin, and the waves 

Roll in my wake like mountains— Joy has flown, 

And left behind the lonely turfless graves 

Of early fond attachments — like the slaves 

Bound fettered to the galley, at the oar 

Still I must toil uncheered, or in the caves, 

Where not a ray of hope comes, I must pow (core. 

Tears, bitter tears, that well firom the heart's bleeding 

The soul that had its home with me was bright, 
Its early promise as the flowers of spring, 
Profuse in richness as the da^vnii g light. 
When the gay rosy-footed Hours take wing, 
And firom the glowing East the coursers spring, 
That bear the car of day along its road. 
And o'er a waking world their radiance fling-— 
So bri^t the stream of mind within me flowed, 
It had one only wish— to scale the high abode, 
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Where Truth hii retired h^ vvHiil dmme^'and pQt€ 

Platonic beaa^ sits, a smilkg bride, 

The Mi^eit^ that bows, and to-alltne 

The wiiuiixig channi of Virtoe by his side^ 

Cursed be the dnvprUng pedmCi, who divide 

The monareh frolii his lovely (poieen, and sink 

The soul in stiqpid awe,, too toon to hide 

Its coward head in pleasure's hp, and driiik (brink 

Her tempting, fiery dran^its— Slop! ye are on the 

Of endless woe and miiH—sleep no mor^-^ 

The charm will so<hi be broken — ^ye wffl wake, 

And find the aHnring hours lliai: wooed yon o'er^ 

And rising like a fiury. Vice will shake 

Her smoky tordt, and m your heart's blood sUce 

Its Hell-Ht fires, and you #ill seek in vafai 

The young diays that have vanished.; in the leke, 

That Priests hytve drawn so highly, there remain 

Bttt years of hopeless thought, and Itffl retnming pwUL 

The world may scorn me, if d^y ehoose-««I care 
But little fiMT their scofifaigs— I wiH diink 
Freely, while life sha^I linger te, and there 
I find a phttk, that bears me^-I may sfaik 
For moments, but I nte again, nor shrink 
From doii^ iirkUL the feve of Man inspires: 
I will not latter, finm, nor crouch, nor wink 
At what hif^HBonmed wealth or power desires ; 
I hate a kit&at aim to wluchr my s^ul aspires. 
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Tis of no common order, but is founded 

On all the capabilities of Man, 

Not like Condorcet's waking dreams, 'ds bounded 

By what our free, unfettered efforts can, 

The high career that TuUy, Plato, ran, 

Or higher still, the ideal they could form— 

7is ignorance, not nature, puts th^e ban 

On these bright, perfect visions, which could warm 

Worthies of Old, who lived in virtue's darkest storm. 

They saw Man sunk around them, groveling, vile» 

A mass of brutal grossness, shivering fear, 

Foljies, that made the cold Abderite smile 

And on his fellows look with bitter sneer, 

And squalid woes, that drew the Ephesian's tear» 

Which flowed for miseries he could not heal; 

So wept the man, to whom all life was dear, 

Whose heart was made most sensitive to feel. 

And from a wretched world in hopeless sorrow steal* 

He could not cure the malady— too deep 
The poisoned dart was planted; but he gave 
His witness, and his voice should never sleep, 
A warning sound should issue from his grave, ' 
And tell to ages words, which heard might save 
From woes like those he suftred, woes like mine; 
The man, who will speak boldly, and will brave 
A thoughtless world's contempt, deserves to shine 
Bright in the loAiest niche of Fame's enduring shrinct. 
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To feel a heart within thee, tender, flowing 

Jn tears at others pain, and racked with thine, 

A soul that longs for high attainments, glowing 

For all that can ennoble, raise, refine, 

Whose dearest longings^ seem almost divine, 

The insatiate grasp for knowledge, and the aim 

Of tireless, fearless virtue, then to pine. 

Unknown, unvalued, and to quench the flame 

Of mind in some low slough, and bid farewell to fame. 

And why? because no hand was near to check 
The wanderings of my childhood, but their care, 
If care it could be called, which caused my wreck, 
Made sin's descending path to me seem fair; 
They poured her tempting firuits and viands there, 
And kindled in my heart the lava stream 
Of wasting passion — now I wake, and bare 
Before me lie the horrofrs of that dream. 
Which poor perverted youth the fairest Eden deem. 

The world will never pity woes like mine-** 

Tis only justice pouring out her flood — 

I ask no pity, noi' wiU I incline^ 

Weakly before the cross, nor in the blood 

Of others, wash away my crimen— I stood 

Alone, wrapped in suspicion and despair. 

For they did goad me early to that Aiood— 

I hate not men, but yet I will not share 

Again their follies, hopes, their toils and fears, nor wear 
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The mantle of the Hypocrite, Dor bow 
Before a fiuicied pdwer^ nor lisp the creed, 
Which offers them new life, thej know not how, 
A blind belief, whose ministers will lead. 
Even as a hireling dare the shackled steed. 
The manyjr #ho to nature's laws are blind-— 
The heart whom early wrongs have taught to bleed, 
When blended with a bright and well stored-miady 
la solace such as dss, no hppe, no joy can find* 

I will not lift my hand against those laws. 
Which nature wears instamped upon her, nor 
Gird me to battle in se^ wtA a cause. 
Nor waste my efforts in so fruitless war; 
But I will we^ the hopes I panted for. 
Which virtue might have made reality, 
And know that fortune with malignant star 
Lighted my path, emd widi an evil eye 
Left rae to those who crawled in EfHcurus' stye. 

I see the charms of virtue— -can I take 

Again her narrow patfi, wUch leads to Heaven? 

Beside it flows a fountain, which cair slake 

The temperate lUrac of notnre, there are giv^n 

Fruits which refresh, not kindle— I hav« striven 

Against the loiig perversiong of my frame, 

And I wiU strive-— but no, by passite driven, 

In evil hour I do die deed of shame. 

And for a time l' quench the sottPs reviving flame. 
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I have no hand to cheer me — was there one, 

Whom I must ever long for, was that heart 

Still nune in all my failings, as the swi 

Wakens a slumbering world, she might impart ^ 

New being to me, and my soul would start, 

As giants from their sleep, to run the race 

Of glory, and to hurl the unerring dart, 

Where victory reats her palm branch — ^No, my chase 

Of fame is done, and left behind it scarce a trace. 
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PROMETHEUS, 



PART n- 



AWAKE, thou sleeper, from thy latigin4 dream 
Of pleasure crcm^ed with roMs; thou must take 
Anew the harp of sofemn tone — a theme 
Demands tbee to attune it, which should wake 
The. fire within thy bosom hid, and break 
The flowery fetters, that entwine thee:— Hark t 
A clear voice calls thee, wh»« the blue waves make 
MuMc around the light and bounding bark, (ark* 

Thnt rides the shonreless sea of mind, a beeren^Mtth 

• 

Fair shines die sun to-greet diee on thy way 
Over the hurried ocean^-^Heaven is clear 
In its serenest veslm^t, light winds play 
And sport along the bifiows, fkr and near 
Earth, air, and sea, are beautifhl, a sphere 
Of purest light o'erhangs thee, iiill the saU 
Swells, as the north-wind, in its mild career,- 
With the^till breathing of a summer gate. 
O'er ih^ long-rolling deep doth steadily prevail. 
13 
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On with thy voyage ! leave the dsurker. shore, 
Where keener spirits feel their light grow dim, 
And as thy white wing hastens on before . 
The breath of heaven, exalt diy farewell hymn; 
Weave the fresh flowers to crown thy goblet's brim. 
And pour thy offering to the Powers, who keep 
Watch o'er the waters, while the vessel's rim 
Rides low along the green wave, up the steep 
Climbing, or sinking soft into the fiurrowed deep. 

On o'er the boundless waters! t|ioa wilt bear 

Prayers for mild winds and sundunej every soul^ 

That hath a portion of Heaven's fire, will share 

In all thy fortunes: whedier ocean jroU 

Calm in a mellowed brightness, or the whole . 

Wrath of the tempest lash it, st^l. steer on, 

Joyous or firm in courage; Man's omtrol . 

Is on the sea, and proudest wreatha are won 

Alone in those wild storms where hardest deeds are dfioe. 

Up with thy swelling canvass! now the gale 
Woos thee to strain thy cordage, down the bay 
The small waves fleet like quick streams down the dale^ 
Speeding o'er polish^ stones their babbling way; 
The shrill voice of the air forbids thy stay. 
It summons thee to take^the gift, it throws 
With such a smile b^ore thee:-'— now when di^ 
Sits on its hi^ throne, and the pure sky glows 
Unclouded, as the form of things in beauty rose; . 
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Now^ in ibis noon of life, this jobilee 

Of the united elanents^ this flow 

Of soul from eye to eye, this harmony 

Of all that shine above with aU below 

In their unfiled loveliness, this glow 

Of Nature in its manhood; no# expand 

All to the embrace of the sweet airs, that blow 

Wafting fresh odours from the bowers they fanned, 

To meet the sweeter breath of a diviner land; 

Where on the coast the flowering myrtles bend, 

Laden with Love's own garlands; in its rear 

Towers a fair summit, where all treasures blende 

That Spring showers from her fiill urn; one may hear 

Voices that speak all melody, tones dear 

To young hearts, as the tones of those we love; 

Sweeter the meHow tQuch, the more we near 

The thicket where it dwells, as from her cove (grove. 

The stocknlove^.widowed voice comes wailing thro' th«r 

Such is the land diat welcomes thee afar 

To cut tfaylong bright track, and proudly go, • 

Led by the light of a celestial s^i'. 

That from its seat of beauty sparkles so, '' 

As nund from its dark portal; in the flow 

Of the broad stream of ocean, with, the sky 

The dome to crown thy temple, and the glow 

Of suns to light and cheer thee, send on high^ (die; 

From off thy fidl-tomsd harp, sounds that should neverw 
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But widi the hymns that have been sung of old| 
Burning on lips of inspiration, gk>wii|g 
Deep in those ancient hearts of keener monld. 
With tireless energy their tre^^sure throwing 
In lavish gifts around ^em, and bestowing 
New being on the wanderer of the wild; 
Those spirits nerved with intellect, all-knowmg, 
Whose voice now roused in terror, now they smiled, 
Reading soft words of kve to the delighted child; 

With these, and all who have been of the train, 

That hold the power of harmony to give 

Joy untp others, as the meking rain 

Wakens the earth, so that all freshly live, 

And, as again in infancy, revive 

With an intenser hue and shade of green. 

When the waked bees come thicker from their hive— » 

O! when these lords of harmony convene, (scene. 

There.be the, farewell hymn that paioCssthe parting 

Farewell to the lost land, where life was young. 

And the fresh earth seemed lovely; where the heart 

First felt the thrill of ecstacy , when strung 

With its fine tender chords, all could impart 

Joy to its laughing iqpoc^ce — ^I start 

To find I am sO cold, whese^all before 

Was tinctured widi divinity^— we part. 

Land of my early loves ! thy once bright diort 

Has lost its dearest chasm — Farewell ! we meetniiT^^vqre. 
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The world that 19^ seemft Eden to the chihl 

Tbe raiibows on k bubble are a spell 

To chain him in sweet wonder; O! how wild 

Do the first wdcened throbs of feeling swell. 

There is no mnsie like the village beU, 

That o'er the far hills sends its silver sonnd, 

There is no b^uty like the forms, that dwdl 

In flower and bud, and shell and insect, found, (ronnd. 

When through die watered vale we- take our infant 

But this is for the new mnui-— soonr we tire 

Of all this simple loveliness, we form 

Within a magic fane, whose sua-gik spire 

Bums ii^ the a^ure &rmamentr-*the storm 

Is portion of its nu^ty, we warm. 

Not tremble in the l^^fataingj^ vivid gIare<-<- 

Sounds must 1>e heard from Heaven, that they inform 

The spirit with tke Kfe of thought, and bear, (dare. 

Through sdl their unseen flight, the soub diat upward 

The world imagimd, to the world we foel. 
Is glory and magmfieence; we tum^ 
From ear^ in sated weaorines^ but kneel 
Before the pompwe dream o^^when the um 
Holds all tlHpt now hadi form and H&, we spawn 
The shackles, that debase «s and c onfine ; 
Deep in its central fountain mmd #91 bum 
Brighter in darkness^ the the genn Aat s&ine 
With a fixed eya -of fire, the stitraof eaifeandiaine. 
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When the gay visions once so fair are fled, 

When time has dropped his rose-wreaths, and kis brow 

Hath only snows to shade it; hearU have bled, 

And healed themselves to be all callous; now 

In the cold years of vanished hope, we plough 

And sow in barrenness to reap in bUght— 

Then the soul in its solitude doth bow 

To its own grandeur, and from outer night 

Turns to the world within, and finds aU love and light* 

Darkness hath then no covering, but its veit 

Is as a pictured Curtain o'er a scene, 

That hides the life of some bewitching tak, 

And is itself all beauty; on the green 

Before an ancient temple walks the queen 

Of spules, dispensing hapqpess to choirs 

Of youths and maidens, whose ecstatic mien 

Tells of the heart within, whose keen desires 

Bum with the pure flame lit from Love's Olympian fires. 

Not kindled firom the altar, ndiioh below 

Stood in Idalia, bowered in myrtle shades, 

The shrine of him who bore the burning bodL 

Whose earthly passion, ere it ripens, fades : 

^ is the one Spirit, who with light pervades 

The infinite of being, but controls 

Alike the insect floating through the glades. 

On the soft air of June, or human souls 

New in thenr meny mom, or all that lives and rolls 
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Wide through the waste of ether, sun, or star, 

All Imked by HmnnoDyy which is the chain. 

That binds to earth the .prbs, that wheel afiur 

Through the blue fields of I^ature's wide domain; 

From the last ^mmerer in the starry train, 

To that which is to us the-Ood of day, 

From the beam glancing on the tossing maiti, 

To the iidi fioods, that o'er creation play, 

And fi^ the lamps of Ufe, all feel that bouwHess sway. 

Love is attraction, and attraction love*— 
The meeting of two fond eyes; and the beat 
Of two accordant pulses are above 
Planets, that always tend, lyit never meet» 
^o us, that have a feeling,* love is sweet, 
* The life of our existence, the great aim^ 
Of all our hope and beauty-^— but they fleet, 
Moments of fond endearment — ^y/^ars will tame 
The electric throb of bliss, and quench the qiirit's flame* 

But yet there is to us a purer light, 
And that is in the beautiful unfading. 
The moul^ wherdn all ph^toms of delight 
Are fashioned into loveliness;* the shading 
Of earth may give it softness, kindly aiding 
The weakness of our feebler nature, while 
Mind has^not fledged its pinions; soon pervading 
Space in its daring, as a long-sought ide, 
It tarns, with naked gaze to that Eternal siofle. 



Digitized by 



Goog\&^ 



1 



104 

Whose charm is on the Universe, the blue 

Mellowed with light's full essence on the sphere 

Wrapping us ii^ its mande, whence the dew 

Falls clear and pearly, like a tender tear 

Shed on the hues, that fade, so quickly here, 

But are awhile so beautifidr— 4he sea 

That smooths its gold, or, as the light winds veer. 

Crisps it, or decks it o'er with stars— the sea 

Takes all it hath to chum, EternflJ LoVe ! frpm diee. 

And thee the ibunls^n's worship, inhere tbey lie 
Curling in- silent loveliness, or sending 
Through the flowered vale, the hrook that prattles by, 
Twinkling4o'er polished pebbles; willows bending 
Wave in thy soft breath, when its fragrance lending 
Balm to the new spring makes the Earth perfume: 
All hues, that o'er the tufted meadow- blending, 
As the wind sinks or rises oft, assume (bloom. 

New shades and tints, in thee expand their buds.apd 

In thee all creatures gladden, on the air 
Moving their filmy wings, or. calm at sail 
Skimming the winding water sheeted fair, 
As the sun walks above it^— their bright mail 
Bums on the polished mirror, which doth vail 
To the bossed form, that studs it like, a gem—* 
Whether their serried pinions cut the gale, 
Ox their quick-glancing fins the current stem. 
Or earth is their domain^-Thy^ lijCe enkindles them* 
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And Man becomes thy worshipper, when first 

The sense of beauty wakens him to kneel 

Before the images, which thou hast nurst, ^ 

And stamped them with thy deep eternal seal; 

Mrttts from which age and ruin cannot steal 

The pure firee grace of nature— but they wear 

The ma^c charm, in which we live and feel ^ 

That we have caught a higher seine, and bear 

New wrought within our sotds the essence of the feir. 

And to those forms, of light our wishes tend, 
And our fixed longing is to stand and gaze, 
Where, to the Parian stontf'the mind doth lend 
Its own divinity, and pour its rays 
HarAonious o'er the canvass, where Hie plays 
b the flushed cheek, blue veins, and speaking eye, 
And Up with passion trembling — ^Mmd can raise 
From its unseen conceptions, where they lie 
Bright in their mine,' forms, hues, that look Eternity; 

Tliat send through the long waste of ages, pure 
From the corruption of a grosser time, 
Those m^els of perfection, which endure, 
The guides of all the gracefiil and sublime 
In our own nature, ftshioned in the ^lime 
Of the sweet myrtle, and the kindHug vine, 
Of roseate skies, green vales, and rocks that climb 
Amid the never-wasdng snows, and shine 
In the glad Smib— the seat of all they held divine. 

14 
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It was from gating on the fairy httes 

That hung around the bom and dyipg d|i]r, 

The tender flush, whose mellow stain imbues 

Heaven with all freaks of Ug^t, and where it lay 

Deep-bosomed in a stiU and waveless bay. 

The Sea reflected all t)iat glowed above^ 

^1^ a new sky^ softer but not so gay^ 

Arched in its bosom, tremblcfd like a dove, 

When o'er her silken plumes wanders the Dght of hrvt. 

It was from gaiing on them, when the flowers 
First wakened from their wintry sleep, $i|d flmig 
Their first warm tints o'er ifiurden beds aod bowtn, 
When from the temple roof the swfdlow swgi 
And in the thorny thicket sweetly rung, (tone 

Throng the still moonlight hours, the heart-breatbed 
Of the lone warbleiv^when the loosed steed sprung 
Bright o'er the sounding plain, and the charmed wme^ 
In one soft twine of love, round all that lived was thrown. 

When there were dances in the Platane shades, 

And the vine-arbours breathed with musio-«-Night 

Lfooked from her starry throne on youths and mudi, 

Bounding and shouting in their full delight. 

From the round orb of asnre sparkled bright 

The spirit in iu ecstacy, wreathed gold 

Flowed tressed behmd them, as theur footsteps ligfal 

Leaped in the masy ring, and the wide fold 

Of mantles wared to fly the daqping girdle's hold: 
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And fiseBng vdeeii blendftd witb tte totfe, 

Raiamg the hytah to beatity tod to love, 

The parant and ifaQ htihM boy-^-the flote, 

In tempered sweetness, flowing like the doVe 

In lier deep sonrow, from thi^ ehti above 

The dark ittream sleieping in se^liidibn; so, 

As the voice el^fuedy and £bh6 from Ker cove 

AnFwered, the flute, in one contbual flow, 

Breathed evelry wlnduig note andfallihg touch of woe: 

And ftiailes were ehanged to tears, the dance became 

Stilly and the dancers breathless; you might see 

In the doft dews of sorrow quenched the flame 

Of buoyant paission;— nsoon the sound of gl^e 

Rang on the merry cymbal, then all flree. 

As tlie winds hurry o'er the mountains, beat. 

In numbered steps attuned to melody, 

Rotnul ihe t^se-shaven greeit ^eir glancing ftet, 

iii;llt is the spd^ied fawns through Tegeah ferests fleet. 

And there the pencil and the chisel drew 
ApoUos and Dianas; there they wrought 
Into one form the charms that nature threw 
Round the fair youth of Athens; there they sought 
AH the soift lines of elegance, and caught 
The grandeur too of loveliness, which Jends 
Power to the young god ; there they culled and brought 
From innocent forms the perfect grace, which sends 
Such ma^ on the heart of youth, that awed it bends. 
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Once they were planted in a Aarble fane 
Built to the Power that in the stame stood. 
Or underneath the; bhie sky on the plam, 
Or in the shadow of a saered wood, 
Or where the poplar quivered o'er the flood. 
Itself in air, its image glassed below : 
But now they stand, the artist's holy food, 
Where the high dome permits the light \o flow, 
Aloft above the <:rowd that womieriiig gaxe bdow. 

And there they stand, stiB perfect} though the stain 

Of centuries has lent to them a hue, 

Which teUs of age «nd change, 't is not in vain. 

But is their triupiph: they have risen through 

The roar of ruin round them, to renew 

Taste in the land of music, and of form^ 

And tint, and shade — So eageriy we view 

Hie long-tost bark, that rudely beat the stom, (swanm 

And rode unharmed, unwrecked, where all its tenors 

They stand replete with life, the marble speaks. 
And the cold eye looks passion; they mijgfat tell 
Of cultured fields, where now the dead fen reeks. 
Of pomp and feast, where bats and night birds dwell; 
Though from their first-raised pedestal they fell. 
Yet they revived in glory. It b sure. 
Stamped by the seal of nature, that the well 
Of Mind, where all its waters gather pure, 
Shall with Dmquestioned spell all meaner hearts alhirev 



Digitized by 



Google 



MMCtVAlJB POBMB. 109 

We gaie on them, smd on the ancient page. 
And read its mystic characters, which seem, 
Throogh the eiqwnding baiiness of age. 
The fiiding forms of a miyestic dream* 
Cold is the heart, that not on such a theme 
F^els the warm spirit kindle— 't is the sound 
Of a gime trumpet rolling on the stream 
Of Time, and catching still at each rebouiid 
Deeper and clearer tones to bear its warning romd^ 

And ever waken firom the <hiU repose 

Of peace and plenty, where we waste in rust 

That love of high emprise, which ever glows. 

When the roused mind hath sternly shook the dust 

From off its robe,*and in a child-like trust 

To its own inspiration, and the power 

That spealis firom buried nations, at the bust 

Of ancient mind gives worship, in the hour (diower* 

When the waked eyesofHeiaven their tempering influence 

Language of Gods and Oodlike men! thy tone 

First sounded on Olympus firom the lyre 

Of the glad virgins, when around the throne 

They raised the joyfiil Paean, in a choir 

Alternate with Apollo, sitting higher, 

The sovereign of all harmony^— -thence came 

That sounding speech, whose words, imbued widi fire, 

Could the wild wave of Athens bend and tame. 

And wreath the Poet's harp with locks of lambent flame. 
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Thy faintest tone u music — ^when thy words 

Come o'er my ear, I seem on wings ai play 

With every bard who sung tbeci like the birds. 

Who feed on dewy air, and float in day, . 

Speeding in endless round their lives away. 

Aloft above the region of the storm, 

Where nought can soil their golden plI^nes^ nor stay 

Their swnA career— hio sudden gust deform 

The beanty of their flight, but all is still and warm, 

And the clear sun stands over them, his hair 

Waves gloriously athwart the perfect bliie; 

There u no rustling in the deep ^alm air, 

But one eternal tide is roUihg through 

The far expanse, and thus it ever drew 

The waves of Ether in its willing train; 

Higher than ever wmg of eagle flew, 

Or white curl dimmed the noon^vanlt witi its staa^ 

There, birdof i^den, spreadstfaypufeandbrightdemaiB. 

And thou too hast a voice, and oft at night, 
When thy wing winds among the stars, 'tis said 
By those who watch the sky in fixed dehg^t, 
On fsdry dreams of wooing fortune led, 
When the cools winds, around the flowery bed 
Hid in the garden alcove, long delay. 
Because the spot b firagrani, then 't is said 
The midnight gaser hears diee ftr away, 
like it fweet angd^ vdce, s^ute the condng day. 
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lit image of those subtile kindled souls, 

Who spurned at baseness, atid arose from earth 

Ind^;nantly, who fixed m Heaven their goals, 

Whose only rival was departed worth; 

Whose restless passion laboured in the birth 

Of moral greatness — ^whether on the page. 

Statue, or canvass, round tfie quiet hearth, 

On the loud Pynx, or in the sanguine rage 

Of fi{^t-*they sought to charm and conquer every age* 

And this with such a language, sweetly blending 
AD in one round of fulness, that it flowed 
A streamlet or a torrent, ocean sending 
Its blue waves on its rochy barrier^— glowed 
Sparkles of beauty thickly o'er it — strode 
Mind on its breast, like Grods, who sail through sur 
Throned on a tempest cloud — whether the ode 
Burned, <^ the epic thundered, or the fair (there. 

Fcmd Lesbian sighed and wooed, the magic sound was 

Tes, but the accent, fhe nice touch and tone. 
Have perished with the tongues whose melody 
Was Music's essence — ^Tes, the sound has flown 
With the keen life aloft, where it will be 
Absorbed and blended in Eternity, 
The spirit of a grandei*, purer time : 
Language of Heaven, O lend thy voice to me! 
Give me the perfect note, the tempered chime. 
That I at times may feel and live with the sublime; 
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That I may read the rhapsodies and odes, 
And proud harangues, and flowing histories, 
Those flints, where mortals mingled with the Gods^ 
And threw their eye beyond the life that is^ 
Those sun-bright lessons of the good and wise, 
Those golden songs of a diviner age — 
O! could my mind but gain that long-sought price, 
O! could I take the early Grecian rage. 
And pour Homeric fire along my wandering page- 
There should be altars to thee, and the flame 
Should be ethereal, no gross earthly fire 
Should taint their marble purity, but tame 
The spark of Heaven should tremble down the wire. 
And with the lightest element conspire, 
To roll full floods of snowy light to thee. 
And I would warm my spirit in that pyre. 
And all, that lives within my heart, should be 
Devoted to thy will. Eternal Harmony ! 

Are there not moments, when we fly firom earth. 

And dwell in ether? Are there no bright hours 

Along the dull of life ? Is not the dearth 

Of feeling quickened, and the dormant powers 

Wakened, by living with the domes and towers 

We fly to o'er the bounding sea?— O fane 

Of Grecian wisdom ! that in ruin lours 

Over the rage of ignorance, again (stain. 

Thou shalt be bright, renewed, and pure firom every 
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And I would go, and worship at thy door; 
* I dare not enter, where thy form doth rear 
That beaming lance, which stilled the battle's roar, 
And stopped the clang of sword, the hum of^pear, 
Cutting the miurk air in its dark career. 
And thirsting for the shouting warrior's blood; 
I feel within my soul a holy fear 
Forbidding me to enter thy abode, (trod. 

Where none but grandest minds and purest hearts have 

Wisdom enshrined in beauty — O ! how high 

The order of that loveliness; the blue 

That rolls and flashes in thy ftdl round eye, 

Thy forehead arched with such a stainless hue, 

As crowns the eternal mountains lifted through 

The gathered night of clouds, the smile, the frown, 

Blended in sweetness — all in thee can view 

How mind and virtue linked, alone bring down (crown. 

On mortal heads from Heaven the star-wreathed laurel 

Would I might stand beneath thy temple's roof, 
Closed from the entrance of all common light, 
From all the sound and stir of man aloof, 
Whose dark air makes thy aegis doubly bright, 
As the broad flash glares through the cloud of night 
With an intenser redness— could I stand 
Beneath thy roof, and from thy pure lips write 
The volume of all Truth, but no! my hand 
Will not — ^I am not one by whom diy lore is scanned. 

15 
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No— r should rather fly among the bowers 
That bloom around the Idalian dome, and take 
' From soft Sicilian plains the leaves and flowers^ 
Of which a coronal of love to make-* 
Better for me a seat beside the lake, 
Where the enchanter erst his wild harp hung 
To moulder in the birches — ^why not wake 
Those witching notes again? Shall they be flung (strung? 
To the wild mountain winds from chords so long un- 

And now I turn me to the misty island, 

Which rises with its white clifis from thcJ ocean, 

I turn to where the storm broods on the highland, 

And the sea lifts its waves in angry motion, 

And there again I feel a new devotion 

Come with a spell of power athwart me; light 

Bums, blazes over Greece, but wild commotion 

Heaves in the bosoms of the north; their flight (night. 

Is on the whirlwind's wing, their home the womb of 

They follow nature, who hath girt their hills 

With a dark belt of pines, whose fitfrd roar, 

Far wafted on the wind, the stout heart fills 

With its own wild sublimity; the shore 

Breasts the rude shock of waves, that rush before 

The north wind bursting from the icy pole; 

Yon peaks, that lift' their foreheads bald and hoar, 

Where the long wreaths, that tell of tempest, roll, 

Stamp mightily and deep their grandeur on the soul. 



Digitized by 



Google 



J 



L 



116 

Tbey love die rock, whose dark brow beedes fur 

bito the waUovnng ocean, wbose white waves 

Join round the thundermg crag in miBgled war. 

Where in the hollow cavern echo raveg, 

Like Am long groans that seem to come from graves, 

When sheeted spectres bmrst thdr cerements; high 

The gannet wheels and screams, then, stooping, braves 

The fiiry of the surge that rushes by, 

And then rolls dim and far to mingle with the sky. 

Thdr home is on the mountain, where in mist 
They darkly dwell, and when the hollow sound 
Of the crushed woo<jls comes on, they fondly list 
To hear the winds wake iqi, |md gather round* 
Till from each rocky batlleBsent tl^ bound, 
Afingling and deepening, Hke the wares in war. 
Which on the mid*sea beave and strive around 
The rock, that dares their madness; loud afar 
RoHs on the foam-lit main the rush of Odin's car. 

And when the night comes down, and deeper gloom 
Falls on the cloud, that wraps the height in shade. 
When the mist moves away, and opens room 
To catch a glimpse of lakes in moon-light laid, 
For all below is by the clear wind made 
Serene in brigbtaess, dien the lone bard throws 
A ^ance on digtant beauty, and the jnaid. 
White as the foam that on the lashed wave rose, 
Sits lonely in her bower, and weeps her tender woes. 
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Their tenderness is dark; it hath the hne 

Of their own watery skies, and thence they bear 

Its tints of paleness, for the light sent throu^ 

The floatmg veil of mist, that dims the ur. 

Sheds a faint glimmering on the landscape there, 

So that the earth seems weeping; when they mourn 

Their tones are wild but soft; they do not tear 

With a new pang the heart already torn. 

That finds in the still look, what kills, yet must be borne. 

The soaring of their hdg^ opfifts the soul. 

And ^ves their heaven-ward daring to the hearty 

And the tossed waves, that midway round them roll« 

Seeming below, as if they were a part 

Of a new ocean raging there, will dart 

Their sternness on the eye, that loves to rise 

From the low vale, and as it gates start 

To see above them floating in the skies 

Peaks white with eldest snow, and gilt with sunset dies. 

Dofra, thy brow is in that upper ur. 

No cloud e'er went as high, the eagle's wing 

Has been thy only visitant, thy bare 

And pillared cone is such a glorious thing 

To the far-gaiing Norseman, ^ndien the sting 

Of a fond love of country prompts him on 

To worship at thy base, and upward spring 

To thy eternal walls, which in the sun 

Flash far and purely forth, when the long day is done. 
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Far round thy fir-shagged base the torrent winds, 
Hoarse as the voice of Liberty, who bears 
With open breast the tempest, when it binds 
Seas in its chain of frost, whose brow still wears 
Part of Its once deep frown, the will that dares 
Ally when invasion threats — that torrent leaps 
Down the dark gnlf, and with its dashing tears 
The rock in deeper rents, and ever keeps 
Wild music in the wood, that o'er it bends and weeps; 

The roar of waters, and the rudi of winds (throw 

Through the black boughs, whose tangled branches 
Night o'er the rift, where the dashed vapour blinds, 
And distant down the gushing waters glow 
In their intense convulsion, as they go 
Plunging md lifting high their frothy swell; 
Then, as a new-sprung arrow, on they flow, 
Roaring along a pit that seems a hell. 
Where the shook caverns ring their echoes like a kndl. 

So Mind takes colour from the dond, the storm, 
The oceto, and the torrent: where clear skies 
Brighten and purple o'er an earth, whose form 
In the sweet dress of southern summer lies, 
Man drinks the beauty with his gladdened eyes, 
And sends it out in music — ^where the strand 
Sounds with the surging waves, that proudly rise 
To meet the frowning clouds, the soul is manned 
To mingle in their wrath, and be as darkly grand. 
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Nature ! when IcMdiiiig on tbee^ I become 

Renewed to my first being, and am pure. 

As thou art bright and lovely; firom the ham 

Of cities, where men linger and endure 

That wasting deadi, which kills them with a sure 

But long>felt torture, I now haste away 

To cHmb thy rugged rocks, and find the cure 

Of all my evils, and again be gay 

in the clear sun, that gilds the fair avtamnal di^. 

I cannot look vupon those cloudless sUet 

And not be liAed, for they seem to spread 

With an unbounded vastness, and they rise 

Beyond the height, where early f»cy, led 

By its own grand aspirings, which were fed 

On hopes nursed in their shrines bek>w, had given 

To the first Powers their throne; so, o*er my head« 

As by an ever-moving hand still driven. 

Wider and wider spreads the asure deep of Heaven. 

I gate and I am vaster — diought takes wing 

From off the rock I stand <», and goes far 

Into the pure bhie gulf, and there I bring 

The myriad bands of oi^it, and set each star 

In its peculiar station, tiU they wear 

All forms of brightness, and a magic tram, 

Show all the fabled world in picture there. 

And then I seem to range diem o'er again. 

Like him who read them first on the Chaldean plain. 
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To think on infancy, and then on death, 

In the wild herb, or those fair forms we bind 

Close to our hearts, as if their life and breath 

Were pordon of onr being, where the mind 

Is heightened, and all sympathies refined 

To that high state, where we are not our own. 

To think on death — to leave the looks, that wind 

Round all our thoughts their tenderness — alone 

To ait and hear the winds make sad and solemn moan 

Through the dark pines, whose foliage, in the sway 
Of fitful gusts, waves mournfully, and throws 
From its fine threads a sound, that sinks away 
Faintly and sweetly, to a dying close, 
Like a soft air to which the boatman rows, 
Over the moon-lit lake his gliding keel, 
Which comes more calmly, for the still wind blows 
So meekly through the summer night, we feel 
Scarce on our wakeful ear the whispered echo steal; 

To think on death, and how it rends the links 
Of long and close communion, how it tears 
One and another chord, till the heart sinks 
Without one friend, on whom to lay its cares, 
And take his in return; — ^the spirit bears 
Better a loved one's woes, than those it feels 
Spring in its own lost hopes; — ^the heart that shares 
With a long bosom friend his burdens, heals 
Its wounds, and still is soft; — alone, their closing steels: 
16 
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TU good to think on death— it bends the will 
From that stern purpose, which no man can hold 
And yet be happy ^ — ^we must go and fill 
Thought with affection, where pale mourners fold 
The shroud around those chill limbs, whose fair mould 
Imaged unearthly beauty. Why not blend 
With tears awhile, and leave that stem, that cold 
Contempt of all that waits us, when we end 
Our proud career in death, where all, hope lifted, bend. 

TT b good to hold communion with the dead, 

To walk the lane, where bending willows throw 

Gloom o'er the dark green turf, ere day is fled. 

And cast deep shadow on the tomb below; 

For, as we muse thus silently, we know 

The worth of all our longings, and we pay 

New worship unto purity, and so 

We gather strength to take our toilsome way. 

Which must be meekly borne, or life be thrown away. 

Better live long and tranquilly, if pure, 
Than rush into the madness of a crowd. 
Where all are eager for the prize, none sure; 
Where busy voices clamour long and loud. 
And man, shows in the strife, how feebly proud 
Are his best aims to raise himself, and cast 
His fellows in his rear — ^how keen, when bowed 
Beneath a firmer heel, he finds at last, (past. 

Are the condemning thoughts, that mock him, of the 
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But I most turn again to higher themes, 

And, from the lifted summit where I stand, 

Casting a rapid glance o'er hills and streams, 

That chequer with their light a happy land, 

Must find again my better powers expand 

To a fit harmony with earth and sky. 

Which spread before me, with so vast a hand, 

Those forms that seem to bear eternity 

Stamped on their iron brows, where age will ever be : 

The gray rocks, and the mountsuns wrapped in blue. 
Towering far distant through the silent nxtj 
That sleeps in noon-light, but in morning blew 
Fresh o'er the russet plain, and scattered there 
Shadows from flitting clouds, that earth seemed fair 
Rob'd in a sheet of light, and then grew dim;— 
Far distant through the haze, those mountains bear 
Sky-Hfted walls, that frown along the brim 
Of earth, and as I gaze, in vapour seem to swim. 

They rise vnih twofold vastness through the dun 
And quivering air, that broods along the heath. 
Which gilds its dark waste with the reddening sun, 
Whose sinking light seems ominous of death; 
Air now is hushed, and not a whispered breath. 
Bears from the cedar woods one sound away 
To speak of life; a lightly curling wreath 
O'er the far lake alone is seen to play, 
And give one fairy hue to the departing day. 
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7 is the fit hour of high and solemn thought ; 

The sun sinks lower, and a wave of flame 

Burns on the distant peaks; I feel my lot 

Too scanty for those inner powers, that firame 

Visioua of giory, which no want should tame 

To the poor level of our common days; 

I would be with the heights, which stand die same^ 

Catching through couiRless years the dying rays. 

That every evening crown the rocks in one fidl blaie. 

And here shall be my temple, where I pay 
Devotion unto Nature, here the thnme 
On which my soul shall sit, and pass away 
Beyond where ever wing of air has flown, 
Or first-created beam of morning shone. 
Through the void infinite, the far eq>anse. 
Spread out beyond all life, by thou^ akme 
Pervaded, where no atoms in their dance, (chance. 
Ere sun and star came forth, rolled on the waves of 

To diink is to exist, and when we go 
Far in the range of intellect, we seem 
Heightened in our existence: brute beh>w 
Move the dull crowd, a slow and sluggish stream. 
Who think us madmen, who on mountams de^n 
There ar^ more hfky musings, and new force 
Caught firom the purer air and clearer beam ; 
They know no upward hours, and as their source 
Of life is in the dust, such is their being's course. 
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Space is to them an ocean, where they rush 

Voyaging in an endles circle; fight 

Comes from within, and as the mountains flush, 

When morning sails athwart them, so their flight 

Kindles all things, they pass by, with so bright 

And searching glance, they read them in their core: 

Like a quick meteor hasting on in night. 

They wander through a sea without a shore, 

Which still hath something new to gather to their store. 

And they too have a centre, where they tend; 
The Universe rolls round it; there all power 
Comes and goes forth; though lesser beings end 
Wasting, and bom, and dying every hour, 
Tet like the fabled amaranthine flower, 
That ever held the same unfading glow. 
Shedding its fragrance through the holy bower. 
Where angels took their slumbers, in a flow 
That bore a sense of Heaven to purer hearts below : 

Tet Uke that never dying flower, the whole 
Lives one unchanging round, and ever draws 
New motion fit>m the animating soul. 
Which acts on matter with eternal laws, 
And is to each event the one first cause. 
From which all changes emanate; like rays, 
All spirits point to this, and there they pause. 
And when all worlds are passed, the soul there lays 
Its s^arate life aside, and mingles in that blaie. 
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They have a Heaven on earth; it ever gjMrings 

In the cahn round of tender feeling, shown 

By the dear cares and toils which Nature wrings. 

With a most gentle pressure, from the lone 

But hiqapy parent, who amid her own, 

Smiling like first-blown flowers around her, feeds 

Her spirit with their looks of love; unknown 

She lives within her shrine; her fond heart needs 

No tongue to tell her worth, to gladden in her deeds. 

They have their own reward: it is the law 

Of our existence, that our hearts should cling 

To those who firom our life their being draw; 

The favours that we render, ever bring 

Closer the cherished, till they are a thing 

We cannot sever firom us, but they tear 

Roots firom our hearts; the thankless child may sting, 

Even as a serpent, but we meekly bear (there. 

All wrongs, and when the storm beats on him, clasp him 

The feeling of a parent never dies 
But with our moral nature; all in vain 
The wretch, by cold and cruel spuming, tries 
To change that love to hate : the sense of pain 
Shoots keenly through a mother's heart, the chain 
Wound through life's tender years twines closer so; 
Feelings, that in our better hours had lain 
Silent, are often waked by some deep throe, 
4knd as the torture racks, our loves intenser grow. 
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We send these fond ^ndearraents o'er the grave, 

Heaven would be Hell, if loved ones were not therc^ 

And any spot a Heaven, if we could save 

From every stain of earth, and thither bear 

The hearts that are to us our hope and care, 

The soil, whereon our purest pleasures grow; 

Around the quiet hearth we often share, 

From the quick change of thought, the tender flow 

Of fondness waked by smiles, the world we love, below. 

But now I turn me to the setting sun. 

Whose broad fire dips behind yon rock, a tower 

Fit for the eagle's aerie ; day is done. 

And earth is hushed at evening's dewy hour; 

Down the high wooded peak a golden shower 

Flows through the twinkling leaves, that lightly play 

In the cool wind, that wakens from its bower 

Hung, where the curling river winds away (bay; 

Through the green watered vale, to meet the sheeted 

On which the moon, who long had watched the set 
Of the bright lord who gives her light, but dims 
Her brightness, when they two in Heaven are met, 
Casts her pale shadow, which as soiUy swims, 
As n3rmphs, who cleave the wave with snowy limbs, 
Like lilies floating on a falling stream, 
Whose incense-breathing cup now lightly skimi 
The crinkUng sheet, and now with opal gleam 
Dipt in the brook, and takes from air a brighter beam; 

17 
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Which 18 condensed, and parted into hues 
That chann us in the rainbow; each waved t^ 
Of the glossed petals, in that light imbues 
Its paleness with an iris fringe; the lip 
Thus takes a sweeter beauty, when we sip 
The infant stream of life, from some bright bowl 
Fretted with eastern flowers; and as they drip 
From the new rose, the pearls of morning roll 
Such tints upon the eye, they pass into the soul. 

Sunlight and moonlight now are met in Heaven; 
This, Bke a iiimace blazing, in the west 
Lifts a wide flame, that, as a banner driven, 
Glows where the mountain lake unfolds its breast, 
And every tree in amber locks is tressed, 
Flowing in waved fire down the green hilKside; 
Round the far eastern sky the blue is dressed 
With blushes, like a sweet Circassian bride. 
Who looks with melting eye on Helle's rolling tide. 

The vast arch lifts a darker canopy. 

The perfect dome of nature, reared aloft 

Above the columned rocks, that send it high. 

Like a round temple roof, which rises soft 

Melting in evening air, where sunbeams waft 

Flashes, that tip with gold the pointed spire. 

And crown the statue there, and gem the haft 

Of the bent sword, that, like a stream of fire, 

Waves o'er the startled crowd, the ngn of God's first ire. 
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But as I torn me to the silent sea, 

Where not a wind is breathing, no calm swell 

Creeps slowly whispering on; where in his lee, 

Through the far deep, the sulor-boy can tell. 

On the white bed of sand, each twisted shell, 

That lies, where never waves in tempest sweep; — 

I look, and as I hear the vesper bell 

Swing solemnly afar, the moon beams keep 

Watch o'er the silver tide, that now is hushed in sleep. 

Day fades^ and night grows brighter in her orb, 

Which walks the bliie air with a queen-like smik. 

And seems with a soft gladness to absorb 

All the. deep blase, that Ut yon rocky pile. 

Where the sun took his farewell glance, the while 

He rested on the throne of parting day. 

Which is his royal seat; — ^as a far isle 

Rolling amid the upper deep its way, 

The moon glides on, as glides her diadow on the bay. 

Beauty is doubled here, and both are fair, 

But the reflection hath a paler tint, 

As when from out a calm and hazy air 

The first wan rays in frosted autumn glint; 

The moon aloft comes freshly from the mint. 

Where first she took her loveliness; the bright 

And dark she bears, like bosses, by the dint 

Of a deep die, give changes to her light. 

As. if a snowy veil with glittering pearls were dight. 
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Night steals Bfmce, and brings the hour of stasB, 
Which come emerging firom Heaven V awre flowf 
First in the west the loving planet bears 
The charm of light, that hkth a power to throw 
Hope on the impassioned heart, who in her glow 
Reads the fond omen of his happy flame; 
She leads the way; then thicker splendours go, 
Each to his seat, as when at onee they came 
Obedient to the voice, whose word all power can tasit. 

And now the night is fiill; unnumbered eyes 

Look on us from infimtude; the dome, 

Whereon they hang, in darker asure lies 

Round their intenser light; as when the foam 

Crests the green wave, when barks are hurrying bone 

From the wild cloud, that skirts the brooding sky, 

And gives the sea a frown, before it come 

To plow the surge in wrath, and roll it by 

The rock, wfaidi m that rush still tifts its fi^rehead high. 

They gather on the far expanded arch, 

Each in their se|Hirate orders, and go on 

SweefHBg the hmg dark vault in silent march, 

Until at last the western goal is won, 

Or oa the orient hill the morning sun 

Come forth and quench their lesser light; yon plain 

Is a wide list, where higher souls may run 

In the bright form of star, and grandly gain 

The only good reward, winch bare we seek in vaiat. 
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No wonder nations worshipped here, and bowed 
Their foreheads in the dost before the fires. 
That watch o'er earth, and seem to speak aloud 
The deeds of unborn ages;— man aspires 
To the Ugh seat of gods, and never tires 
To read the infinite, the past, and throw 
Looks fiill of hope before him ; so those fires, 
Which are so high, and look so fiur, must know 
All that is big with fate, and will have birth below. 

Faith centres in the sky; — ^'t is there we turn, 

When earth is only darkness, there we send 

Our vows to those we fear, and there we bum. 

When the last pulse beats low, to find the end 

Of all we hate^ and thus in hope we tend 

To the high dwelling of the stars; — imght souls 

Love with the purer elements to blend. 

And so, when the deep knell its parting tolls, 

They gase on the pure light that ever round us rolls : 

So those, who have been gifted with the flame 

Of an ascending intellect, whose li^t 

Kindled as death drew, near, and seemed the same, 

Or fairer on the verge of being's night ^<— 

So they have fixed their last look on the bright 

Clear sky, as if awhile inqphered and bounds 

In a full sense pf glory ;-*-their delight 

Was too intensely keen to have a sound; 

It spake in the long smile they east so calmly romid. 
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The sun was setting when the Guebre drew 
His parting breath; he gazed in worship there. 
Life seemed concentred in that ardent view, 
His spirit wandered into worlds of air, 
To .mingle .with his god, and dying share 
In the last flash of day; — the cold dim glase 
Fell on his eye, but yet he oft would bear 
A fond look to the cloud, that drank the rays. 
And then he calmly died, as one who only pays 

Devodon on his pillow, ere he draw 

His curtain round, and close his eye in sleep; 

That fond idolater in dying saw. 

As the day sank in glory in the deep, 

That rolled in gilt waves o'er it with the sweep 

Of a far-flashing brightness, there his eye 

Beheld his god enshrined; — ^his soul could leq>. 

At such a calm and holy hour, to lie 

Serenely on his couch, and with his loved lord die, 

L Centre of light and energy ! thy way 

Is through the unknown void; thou has thy tbrone| 

Morning, and evening, and at noon of day, 

Far in the blue, untended and alone; 

Ere the first-wakened airs of earth had blown, 

On thou^dst march, triumphant in thy light; 

Then thou didst send thy glance, which still hath flown 

Wide through the never-endmg worlds of night, 

And yet thy full orb bums with flash as keen and bright/^ 
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They live in thee; without thee all were dead 
And dark, no beam had lighted on the waste, 
Bat one eternal night around had spread 
Funereal gloom, and coldly thus defaced 
This Eden, which thy fairy hand had graced 
With such uncounted beauty — all that blows 
In the fresh air of Spring, and growing braced 
Its form to manhood, when it stands and glows 
In the full-tempered beam, that gladdens as it goes*. 

«->Thou lookest on the Earth, and then it smiles; 
Thy light is hid, and all things droop and mourn; v 

Laughs the wide sea around her budding isles, \ 

When through their heaven thy changing car is borne; \ 

Thou wheelst away thy flight, the woods are shorn \ 

Of all their waving locks, and storms awake; 
All, that was once so beautiful, is torn 
By the wild winds which plough the lonely lake. 
And in their maddening rush the crested mountains shake, 

The Earth lies buried in a shroud of snow; 
Life lingers, and would die, but thy return 
Gives to their gladdened hearts an overflow 
Of all the power, that brooded in the urn 
Of their chilled frames, and then they proudly spurn 
All bands that would confine, and ^ve to air 
Hues, fragrance shapes of beauty, till they bum, 
When on a dewy mom thou dartest there 
Rich waves of gold to wreath with fairer light the fal^ ^ 
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The valei ture thhi6 ; abd liHlin kh^ tMch <tf Spring 
Thrills theiD) and ^v«8 Aem ^Iftdn^iM^ ki % lig&t 

, They glitter, ds die glailciiig sW^Iow'fc Wibf^ 

Dashes the water in his whidiiig flight, * 

I And leaves behind a ware^ tfiat cribkles bright^ 

And widens outward to the pebbled iihore— - 

I The val^ are thitie^ and when th^y wak^ jfrbitt ni^t, 

The dews, that bend the grass tips, twinkling o'er 
Their soft and ooiy beds, lodk np^ahl and adore; 

- — V. The hills are tfilnd — diiey catch thy newest beam, 

And gladden in thy parting, where the wood 
Flames out in every leaf, and drinks the stream 
That dows from out thy fulness, as a flood 
BurM (torn an unknown land, and rolls the food 
Of nations in its waters — so thy rays 

I Flow and give brighter dnts, than evtr budj 

When a clear sheet of ice reflects a blase 
Of many twinkliiig gems, as every glossed boUgh playg. 

^ Thine are the mountains, where tliey purely lifk 
I Snows that have never wasted, in a sky 

I Which hath no stain; below the storm may drift 

Its darkness, and the thunder-gust roar l)^, 
I Aloft ill thy eternal smile they lie 

Dazzling but cold; thy farewell glance looks diere. 

And when below thy hues of beauty di^ 

Girt round them as a rosy belt, tfiey bear 

Iitto the high dark vault a broW tibat still is ftdr. 7l 
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Q The clouds are tbine^ and fdl ijb^if 0[i^P l^^ies n 

Are penciled by thee j w\^ t^pu bpn4fi|st Ipw, \^ 

Or contest in thy strepgth^ thjf b^nd iipbifes 
Their waving; fold w?^ such a perfect glpipf 
Of all pure tii))!^, the fairy pip^^e^ throw 
Sham^ Qif the prwc^s^ ^} t)ie $efi(}er sts^ip 
Hung round the verge pf Heavef^ $liat ftf ^ \)9iiif 
Girds the wide world, and ifi t^eir ble|i4ed ^Mm 
All tmu t9 the deep gold, tfi^t fla^^es ix^ thj ^^i "1 

^ These are thy trophies, s^^i thp^ bei)4f(t thy ^f;)), 
The ngm of tifivnph, in a s(^Y^~f^ twine^ 
Where t)ie spe^^ fforni is hastpf^ 911 its fii^dtk} 
And th^e the glpries of thy light combin^i 
And form witb perfect cvffv^ a lifted (i^e. 
Striding the earth ^4 ?irfr-^map \oo\^g ^4 \^ 
How Peace an4 M^^^J W it^ t>eai)ty s)^9f , 
^d how the heavily m^ssengar iipp^lsi 
Her glad w^& fln ^e p^^fe <b^t dj^ V^ fi4»flr sw^, -p 

^The ocean is thy vassal; thou dost sway 
His waves to thy dominion, and they go, 
Where thou in Heaven dost guide them 01^ their wajl. 
Rising and falling in eternal flow; 
Thou lookest on the waters, and they glow^ 
They take them wings and spring alpft in sd^y 
And chai^ to clouds, and then, dissplving, throir 
Their treasures back to earth, and, rushing, teair 
The m^uataiB and the vaJe, ai prond^ eia diey hf»f* ^ . « • 
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I too have been upon thy rolling breast, 

Widest of waters! I have seen thee lie 

Calm, as an infant pillowed in its rest 

On a fond mother's bosom, when the sky, 

Not smoother, gave the deep its azure die. 

Till a new Heaven was arched and glassed below^ 

And then the clouds, that gay in sunset fly, 

Cast on it such a stain, it kindled so. 

As in the cheek of youth the living roses grow. 

I too have seen thee on diy snr^g path. 

When the night tempest met thee; thou didst dash 

Thy white arms high in Heaven, as if in wrath 

Threatening the angry sky; thy waves did lash 

The labouring vessel, and with deadening cra^b 

Rush madly forth to scourge its groaning sides; 

Onward thy billows came to meet and clash 

In a wild warfare, till the lifted tides ' (rides. 

Mingled their yesty tops, where the dark storm-cloud 

In thee, first light, the bounding ocean smiles. 
When the quick winds uprear it in a swell, 
That rolls in glittering green around the isles. 
Where ever-springing firuits and blossoms dwell; 
O ! with a joy no gifted tongue can tell, 
I hurry o'er the waters, when the sail 
Swells tensely, and the light keel glances well 
Over the curling billow, and the gale 
Comes off from spicy groves to tell its winning tale. 
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The sonl is thine ; of old thou wert the Power 
Who gave the Poet fife, and I in thee 
Feel my heart gladden, at the holy hour, 
When thou art sinking in the silent sea ; 
Or when I climb the height, and wander free 
In thy meridian glory, for the air 
Sparkles and burns in thy intensity; 
I feel thy light within me, and I share 
In the fiiD glow of soul thy spirit kindles diere. 

All have thdr moments, when the world looks dark 
Behind, around, before them : Some have steeled 
Their hearts to hope, and put out every spark 
Faith lends the future — minds, who will not yield 
To aught but sense, who lurk beneath a shield 
That bears unshocked the rudest brunt of fate ; 
They boast of their fixed hardness — ^they have healed 
All the heart's wounds by searmg — ^love and hate 
Have died alike — unmoved they sit, and sternly wait 

Death, which hath lost all terrors, in the cold 

Sdjfling of every passion and desire; 

Tis the same sound, whether the bell has tolled, 

Or the flute warbled out the lover's fire; 

They laugh at Heaven and all who there aspire, 

Who lowly crouch and bend to fear, they mock ; 

They strive, while they have vigour; when they tire 

They sit and muse, like Marius on a rock. 

And thus in calm deep thought the Book of Life unlock : 
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*^ It came, i$ gcme, w^nce, wiptheT) none can kfioip: 

Darkness behind, as d/dpji ft gloom be^o^re: 

Wave after wav^ our gt nerfLtions go 

Rolling to break upon ^ unknown shore; 

Awhile we tqss and ^paflUe, then no mqr^ 

The eye beholds our b^inj^g we are fled. 

And they who move4 alqiie, ^fl t)i^y w^q li^fa 

Navies and conveys, sqop, 91s qui^Uy sp^di 

Have vi^Q^bed ii| t^e wftstp c^ri^ y^M5M«l« pf A? 4wi4» 

** Gf^v^^ t?ll no taj^, \^vti silence 4r^ imh| d^W 

Broo4^ over tl^^^ forever; on^ lof^ t^gkt 

Wraps ay ^at ^^t^r |b?ir dppain ip sJeqp, 

On wjiich ^e dfty h^tb evfr poure4 it^ Ught; 

But Tini^, ^s ij( ^dyiApes, s^ doti) write 

Etemit]^ |tb9Vf) ^eif dar^L r^pp^e; 

Agfis bfivQ wh^I^d ^wi^r in sil^mt flight, 

Man evf?f tP V^ lofig oblivion goesc; 

What if he hath new life? Whp hiith h only knows. 

^^ We stand the centre of Eternity, 

Infinity around us; but we cling 

To thf few sands of life, that sooq will be 

Lost in the common mass, when Death sbaH fling 

His clay-cold band athwart U4, and shall wring 

The spirit ^in Qur forms; then dust to dust 

Sh^U mewly moulder; we shall be a thing 

For worms to feast on; do we rightly trust. 

We shall be then all mind, or is it a vain lust.^ 
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** So Mtii has qfaestioned, sitic^ his bdi^ cttfaie 

Forth from the womb of Nature; he has found 

This didl life for his hiner powers iob Wh^^ 

And therefore he hath cast his view aroutid^ 

And wandered Air awajr, beyond the bound 

Of the seen univei-se, to find a home 

For his high soul to dwell in^ though th^ grouhd 

Receive ^e wasted corpse, yet he may i'Oam, 

On a swift airy wing, beneath Heaven^s proudest dome. 

^ There Is a lifting grandeur in the thought; 
Tis the extreme of ecstacy to rear 
Our now base life above its sordid lot, 
And kindle in a holy happy sphere, 
Where all that is of intellect is near, 
And all pure feeling finds eternal food: 
No wonder better souls have rested here 
Intensely, as the sparrow guards hfer brood; 
And it attracts the more, the more it is pursued. 

** They live in holy musing-^mind is drawn 
From all external being — cahn repose 
In the one chiefest essence, as the dawn 
Sleeps on the rilent valley, when the rose 
Drips with its seed^ deW, that slowly flows 
From the sdll leaves, all are so huriied and calm, 
When the blue flowers of day their leaves unclose, 
And wake their azure ey^s, and breathi^ their balm^ 
And the green linnet sucks die hooey of the Pahn, 
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*' Whose broad leaves hang imruffled by the sway 

Of the cool air, that firom the ocean steals 

With breath so faint, that scarce the silk-tnfts play 

Round the green cane, when the night beauty seals 

Her golden eye in slumber, but reveals 

In tender lines of light the fringed lid; 

When all that hath a life, in silence feels 

The moving of that Power, whose ways are hid 

Deep in the core of things, unresting, and amid 

'^ Mjrriads of viewless instruments, the springs 

By which the eternal round of life goes on, 

Whose sleep is in the tomb, when spirit flings 

Its faded slough aside, again to run 

In a fresh-glowing spoil, that gives the sun 

Its light in burnished beauty. Do we fly, 

Thus parted, Earth forever? or does one 

Take from another life, wherewith to ply 

Awhile on gladdened wings, and then grow old and die? 

*^ Nature is one eternal circle : Life 

Floats through the void, and is attracted, where 

The elements, in their collected strife, 

From Chaos raise a world in order fair, 

To float through space, and on its bosom bear "^ 

Forms, that are fashioned with unnumbered wheels 

To walk, or swim, or on the buoyant air. 

Float in the calm of motion — Life there steals. 

And finds its home prepared; it enters, Matter feel^ 
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** And all awakes to energy, the blood 

Courses the winding arteries, which convey 

Spirit and heat in its air-kindled flood, 

And send to all, the atoms which array 

The form in rounded beauty, and their play 

Paints on the new-born cheek the oiie full rose, 

Which is the flower of love ; we all obey, 

Uncheated of our due, this charm, that glows, 

And then turns sweetly pale, as passion ebbs and flows, 

^* Above the temple, where the Godhead sits, 

Reason, the Deity and guide of man, 

In the most lofty seat, as well befits 

The Power, whose sacred office is to span 

All that is working round us, or that can 

Meet us to please, to harm us, or destroy; 

Who hath his batid of feelings, who may scan 

All that would seek an entrance ; who, as joy (annoy. 

Draws, or pain frights, seeks, shuns, what charm us or 

•' There sits the Power upon his higher throne, 
In a fair palace wrought, when life at first 
In the grand form, where mind alone is shown, 
The elements of thought and feeling nurst 
From the blank infant state, till Genius burst 
All earthly barriers, and aspired to Heaven- 
He sought to grasp its fire, and he was curst 
By his own daring; now by fency driven. 
Hie victim of belief, he finds a longing given 

10 
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** To dwell with angels, and to fashion dreams 

Of glory, goodness, perfect mmd, pure love, 

Consummate beauty, in whose gladdening beams 

We seem exalted to a sense above 

The common life, that chills us ; but we prove, 

In aD this ecstacy, the torturing fire 

Of a keen thirst, whose fountain doth remove 

Farther, the more we seek it — such desire (drier. 

Bums the lost wretch, who finds, each step, the desert 

" Man, in the temperate use of all his powers. 
Is happy : with the simple fruit and stream. 
Labour and rest in their alternate hours. 
His life is golden, as fond poets dream 
Of the first age, the Paradise, the theme. 
Where the rapt spirit gladdens, and runs wild 
Through citron shades, whose fruitage woos the beai% 
To harden in its rind, through all that smiled 
In the Elysian isles, where air was ever mild, 

" Brushing the light leaves on its jocund way, 

Borne from the breast of ocean without cloud. 

Save such light streaks, as give the setting day 

Its gilded glory, where the year was bowed 

With an eternal harvest, in whose shroud 

Earth seemed a Heaven for Gods, not home for men; 

They dreamed of all these phantoms, and were proud 

Of their creations, but cold winter then 

Shut them to gnaw their hearts, wd grovel in their des. 
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'^ Rapture is not the aim of Man; in flowers 

The serpent liides bis venom, and the sting 

Of the dread insect lurks in fairest bowers : 

We were not made to wander on the wing, 

But if we would be happy, we must bring 

Our buoyed hearts to a plain and simple school ; 

We may, as the wild-vines their tendrils fling. 

And waste their barren life, o'erleap all rule, 

And grasp all light, till age our fruitless ardour cool. 

" We would be (Sods, and we would know all things. 

And therefore we know nothing well ; our thought 

Would lift itself upon an eagle's wings. 

And speed through all that Deity hath wrought 

And fashioned by his fiat, until nought 

Should be untravelled ; but the aspiring flame 

Consumes the active mind, and all it sought 

Becomes its torment, for the breath of fame. 

Like a Sirocco'-s blast, will sear and scorch our frame. 

" We seek the fountwi-bead, whence Genius flowed 

Pure from the breast of Nature, where her stream 

Was sparkling as the crystal, and it showed 

The bright reflection of the solar beam. 

Which from the Sun of mind, the high supreme 

Of moral grace and beauty, and the throne 

Of msyesty unbounded, took its theme, 

And in the Muse's morning splendour shone, (cone : 

As in the dawn of light some snow-capped mountain's 
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** And we go down the stream of ages) bone 
Through cultured fields and deserts, and we take 
All that is poured firom Plenty's brinming horn 
Of muid's collected treasures; there we slake 
Our growing thirst, and thus by quenching make 
Burning and wasting our intense desire ; 
We gather burdens, till our spirits ache 
Beneath the weight of our attainments; higber, (fin: 
Even on the grave's close brink, our mounting sosb a«- 

** And then Deadi comes, which we have hurried oD| 
By our own lon^ng to escape it; still 
Hope points the temple we had almost won. 
Its Doric columns crown the lifted hill. 
And the departed great its porches fill. 
And all the springs of Truth at last unlock ; 
Onward we leap to join them, with a will 
That dies in effort — so from the. doomed rock 
P^metheus saw the sea roll near, his torture's mock. 

" We are the slaves of Nature — Sun and doud 
Brighten and darken — cold and heat compel 
The spirit to their rule ; we may be proud 
That we are Lords of Earth, and greatly tell 
How elements, obedient to the spell 
Of our high reason, follow where we go : 
*T is a vain pride; for Glory's upward swell, 
Lifting its tides, like Oceans in their flow, 
Finds in the meanest check full oft its overthrow. 
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*^ A breath may quell the tempest of a soul. 
Whose gdsts blow 6'er a continent, and pour 
Madness through nations; who, as wild seas roll, 
When wind yid earthquake dash them on the shore, 
To bury thousands in their rush and roar, 
Where ages had been calm and happy, send 
One host to sweep a feebler host before 
Its brute smd causeless rage*-that life may end 
By the dark stagnant air, whose poison doth defend 

'^ With a securer bulwark, than the rock 

Crowned with its ircm jaws of death, which speak 

Defiance to the invading wave, and mock 

All, who, in their insatiate longing, seek 

Wider and richer re^ons, where to wreak 

The lust of a false greatness: in his snows 

The Switier finds his safeguard; winds are bleak, 

And earth is barren, but his bosom shows 

How hard and firmly nerved to, bear and to oppose : 

'* And in his damp close woods the Carib dwells 
Free, for the pestilence forever spreads 
Its purple folds around him, till it swells 
Dire as a Hydra with its hundred heads; 
Where snakes and reptiles batten in their beds. 
And round the boughs their bloated circles twine; 
Where the dull air its fatal influence sheds 
In one eternal mist — ^no pure beams shine. 
But all that sleeps below is rayless as the mine. 
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'^ Man would be free, but is his own worst slave; 

His tyrant b his appetite; he lives 

Calmly in bondage, if he thus can save 

The lust he longliath cherished; then he gives 

His birthright to the pander, and believes 

He hath his surest safety in that power; 

He rests in quiet sloth ; he never grieves 

For the high glories of that ancient hour, (dower. 

When liberty sprang forth, and fiercely claimed her 

" Base passions are our lords; and thus we bend 

So silently to those, who let us feed 

On the rank garbage of low joys; we send 

Rarely, if ever, to the hopes that breed 

Strength in the heart, and ^ve the mind the speed 

Of a young courser, on its upward way; 

The strong and lofty love the daring deed*— 

Free in their own wide circuit, they obey (pfty. 

No power but their own might— the weak too are their 

^^ Weakness is vice : man first was bold and strong, 

Prompt to repel all force, to spurn all rule; 

He felt his wants, he knew his rights; that throng 

Of prurient, pampered appetites, which fool 

The soul of its true being, in the school 

Of reeking cities taught, he had not known; 

And therefore he was not the flatterer's tool, 

Who gives the cup of Circe, but alone 

He walked erect, a god, and made the earth bis own. 
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** We ^ of Qieekiiess — 'tis the very curse 

Of our degraded nature; we ^e driven 

Close in a crowd, where all mean feelings nurse 

Their blackikess, and the feebler thus in Heaven, 

Look for the help that here they find not given, 

And patiently submit to those who crush ; 

Fetters so galling had been sternly riven 

By the first upward race; they would not hush 

Wild nature in their hearts, but spend it in the rush 

" Of a detarmined will; though now firm laws 

Rear iron walls to hem us darkly in, 

We can be just, and ever in the cause 

Of the first liberty speak in the din 

Of prating shves, who strive, and />nly win 

New shackles by their toil; the few will hate 

The tyrant, and be nobly free within; 

They live in their own world; the mean will wait 

Fawning around a lord — such is the doom of fate. 

** It is our pride to conquer Nature: — ^Mmd 

Is an internal force^ that oft can sway 

Things to its great dominion; 't is designed 

As the one balance, which at least can stay 

Awhile the haste of causes, which convey 

AH in their downward flood, to where they mix 

Again in that great furnace, where the play 

Of first attractions ever will unfix 

The fam#Bg links of life, and send us o'er the Styx, 
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*< To wander ibioogh ten thottsaiid duMieet^ where 

AU first is gross and hatefiil, cUl we rise 

From .the rank pMid heap, to sfNread m a&r 

New foTBM, that vml t first their eaevgiet; 

But as the tireless wing of BoBg fiies^ 

Hasting forever miward^ they grow pure. 

And spread new beauty to die admiring eyes 

Of the pleased Eardi, asftl siloitly alhire 

To taste their fleeting charms, t0o lowly to endure. 



*' Why was the sense of Baamty lent to Blan^ 
The feeling of fine forms, Ihe taste i^soul, 
That speaks firom eye and lip, and tfans wtti Tan 
Love in the young belndder? Why die whole 
Waste of creatioB sweetly can control 
The fixed heart to devotion? Why bath Night 
So many gokkn eyes? Why is die r^ll 
Of Nature so accordant, when a blight 
Withers our very lives, and poisons M defigfat? 

'* Why are we ntot Vke Nature, ever new, 
Freshening with every season? It is pain 
To gase, when sick and wasted, on the blue 
Arching as purely o'er us, and the stain 
Of the curled clouds, that gather in the train, 
Which the low Sun makes ghmous with Us smite: 
To see the light Spring weave her rosy chain. 
And sow her pearb, no longer cm beguile, 
Whttui^ and waiU, and rai^ our sinking hearts defile. 
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** Yovth is the seasoD, wb&[k we nrast enjoy, 
If we would know the sweets of life^ the mind 
Is then pure feeling, for no base alloy 
Of gain hath blended with the ore refined 
By the wise hand of Nature, who design^ 
The beautiful years to be alone the time. 
When we can f<Hidly love, and loving find 
In the adored the same glad passion chime. 
As if two spirits met m one most tunefiil rhyme. 

^ O! there are eyes that have a language — sweet 
Comes their soft music round us, till the air 
Is one intensest melody — ^we beat 
Through every pulse, as if a spring were there 
To buoy us into upper worlds, and bear 
^ Our fond hearts with linked arms, on whitest wings, 
To a far island, where we two may share i 
Eternal looks, such as the live eye flings, 
When it ooUects all fire, and as it blesses, stings. 

'^ O! could we stop, at this glad hour, the wheels 
Of Time, and make this point Eternity; 
Could check that onward flight, which ev^ steals 
Hues, forms, and soid, as the twined colours flee, 
Which are above the seven-fold Harmony, 
Whose perfect concord meets in the soft Hght, 
That sits iq>on a wave of clouds — a sea 
Of rolling vapour, pearled and purely white. 
That as a curtain hangs the pale-lit throne of Night: 

20 
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*^ O! conild we dwell in rapture thus fiMrever, 
Hearts burning wi^i a high empyreal 4«nie, 
Whoge blended cones no reckless storm could jever^ 
But they should tremble upward till the same 
Fine point of centred heat should ever aim 
Higher and higher to the perfect glow; 
As DuUe saw from that celestial Dame^ (flow, 

Once loved, now wor^iipped. Heaven's own sjdendors 
And gather in her smile, that looked so calm belovr. 

'* It is not in us; we were fashioned here 

For a more tranquil feeling, such as home 

Sheds on two hearts, whose true and lasting sjJiere 

Is round the holy hearth; hearts do not roam, 

When they are pledged by the young shoots, that come, 

Like the green roet^twigs, swe^y to renew 

Our life iiwtheir idear lives, which axe the sum 

Of all our after being,, where we view '(throngh. 

Heaven, as the soul's fioad smile those rose4qps trembles 

** Ol had I one on whom to fix my heart, 

To sit beside me when my thoughts are sad. 

And with her tender playfulness impart 

Some of her pure joy to me, in whose glad 

Up-gazing eyes, die love, that once I had. 

Might find its lesser image formed complete 

h all its mellow mildness^ w^ grow mad 

In dwelling on ideal woes — we meet (seat. 

Those loved looks in their smilet and mind regains its 
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'^ And as those bhie ej^ cm the canvass throw 

Their watery glances to me, where the tear 

Seems gathering to a stilrry dnap^ to flow 

Down the soft damask of her cheek, I hear 

From her mored Kps, a voice salnte ny ear, 

That was so kind and so confldipg; pani, 

Which once did throb within me, now doth veer 

To a calm stilhess; dte delirious brsUn 

Seems by cool drops renewed to life's jroongMiss again*. 

" And I would then that pictured form could talk 

Of hours, that once were happy in the round 

Of thought still growing, as at each new walk, ^ 

With deeper hue the early bud is found, ^ 

im it unfold its leaves, and scatter round 

Its purest incense ; — so our life steab by »- 

Catching new loves and hopes, iriiich, closely woolld 

With every blended thought and wish, will try 

The heart to its last throb, when loved mes leave or die* 

** But there is one affection, which no stain 

Of earth can ever darken, when two find, 

The softer and the manlier, that a chain 

Of kindred ta^e hadi fastened nund to mind;-<- 

T is an attraction from all sense refined, 

Not purer shone the sky-txmi vestal fire; 

The good canionly know it; 'tis not blind, 

As love is, unto baseness; its desire 

b, but with hands &twined, to lift our being higher. 



Digitized by 



Google 



166 PBRCIVAL's POBMfl* 

<< ^ 18 like the twine of hearts from infancy 

Beneath the same roof, who have kindly shown 

All the Ibnd aids of childhood; — such we see 

In minds, that have one sjrmpathy, alone, 

That answer to each odier, as the tone 

Of woman's voice to ^e deep sounds, that flow 

From the fit organ tubes more grandly blown; 

With a dissolving concord blended so, 

On through the waste of life those happy spirits go* 

^ Life is to them in its revolving years 

One round of fragrance, one parterre of flowers ; 

Therris a very blessing in their tears, 

They%ure, as to the ELarth the first Spring showers, , 

When wakened by the music c^the hours. 

All loose their wintery bonds, and leap in sur, 

When up the mountain, which a fi>rest towers. 

The busy hands of life thdr colours bear 

Darkening the yallow tint, till one deep green is there^ 

** There is a very blessing in their tears. 

Their fountain is ip pmrity, they well 

In a clean heart, whose fondness more endears. 

Than all the forms and blended tints, that dwell 

On a first master's canvass, and compel 

Worship unto that mirack of skill. 

Which can at once create, as with a spell. 

On the blank sheet, such things of life, as fill 

The gaxer wih mute awe, and bend the sterner will. 
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'* There is a very blessing in their tears, 

For while they flow in happiness, they hea) 

Wounds that bleed deep in other hearts ;-'-6rief hears, 

With a sweet sense of gladness, tones that feel 

Tne sorrow they would comfort; we may steel. 

In our despair, our hearts to all, who leiui 

Kindness to those who suffer; but the seal 

Of our^shut tears is broken, when a friend 

Weeps with lis all our woes, and then our sorrows end. 

'^ And we weep on and smile ; the cloud gives way. 
And a new light comes trembling through its shade; 
We weep tiU all our grief is gone, and day 
Again is'pure above us; — ^thns we aid 
One in another's evils, which were made 
Partly to bind more feelingly the chain, 
That links existence; — ^we are doubly paid 
By our own calm from tears, and by the pain. 
Which we have gently healed, and made it bliss again. 

*^ I turn me back, and find a barren waste 

Joyless and rayless; a few spots are there. 

Where briefly it was granted me to taste 

The tenderness of youthful love, and share 

In the fond mutual sympadiy, the care 

Of those on whom our full affections rest: 

I dreamed, or it was real; but in air 

The charm was broken; it was mind to test 

With a long pang how dark and cold the rifled breast. 
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** There was a madnesg in the feeUng; fire 

Seemed to rush through my wfairlmg braw ; one stream 

Bathed it in torture : thought could never tire 

In painting all, that I could shape or dream 

Of years of mingled joys, till one supreme 

And perfect sense of ^lory filled me: light 

Was in my life — a moment; then the beam 

Sunk, and a sudden rush of tenfold night (blight; 

Chilled me to my heairt's core; all being seemed one 

" And then that deep faitcnsity c^pain; — 
I could have pressed my forehead with the weight 
Of a whole world, and yet my throbUng brain 
Bounded beneadi my strained hand: all seem^ bate 
And leering scorn aronnd me, tyrant fate 
Methought had stamped me for eternal woe; • 
There was no cool soft dew shed to abate 
The fever of despair;— tears could not flow, 
But with another's tears, and then t melted so, 

*^ As the doomed wretch, who on the scaflbld hears 
Pardon: — at first he gazes wildly round. 
And mocks the ofier; hope is lost in fears, 
But as he drinks renewed the silver sound, 
With such intensest joy his heart strings bound. 
It is too keen, too deadening: — tears first start 
Few to his swimming eyes, but he has found 
Freshness in those scant drops, and then his heart 
Flows, and his melting firame in every gush takes part. 
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^ I wept and I was calm; bs when at night, 

After a stormy day, the sky turns clear, 

And all the world of stars are dbuUy bright^ . 

As the cloud sails away, and the wide sphere 

Swells darkly pure behind it, till it near 

fthe orb, that rules the still hours, then its fold 

Whitens and shines impearled, and then we hear 

The cock crow, as the silver planet rolled (coldr 

Pn the unshaded Heaven, makes all tUngs bright, but 

'^ The earth, that sleeps below in silence, seems 
Sprinkled withlight, for each clear drop of rain, (teems 
That bends the leaves, and grass, and dosed flowers, 
¥^tli her mild lustre;— -now she casts a stain 
On the white clouds behind her, not in vain. 
Bending athwart their purls the breded bow} 
And as Uie north-wind whispers o'er the plain. 
The drops, that fell with such a silent flow. 
Hardened to fretted frost, and whiten ^ b^ow. 

•* It is one land of loveliness — but chill . 
Comes the pale landscape o'er me— 4iot a tread 
Disturbs the calm — the lone tree on the hill 
Waves in its frosted foliage — fountams^fed 
From earth's warm bosom, as they kiss it, shed 
A fi«sh ipreen o'er the meadow-grass, alone 
Living amid a world, that lies as d^'ad 
In a pale corpse-like beauty, while a tone 
Of a most tender tint, round all that is seems thrown. 
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" Such was calm, that brooddl o'er my heart. 
Silent but cold; — ^I wondered, and I grew 
Trabquil, though but a moment; as a dart 
Leaps on the lurking deer, who wildly (lew, 
Seeking the woodland covert, as they blew 
The maddening horn behind him, so there came, 
Through my hot brain, to madden me anew, 
The same wild thoughts, which soon were blown to flame, 
Till one convulsive throb ran quivering through my firame. 

** And then I thought of death, I sternly rushed 
To the steep brink, and eyed the depth below;' 
I stood poised for the plunge, my forehead flushed 
With the hot pain within me, seemed to glow 
On the cool wave; — with a last parting throe 
I 3rielded up my being, but a thpught 
Checked me, I might not perish— some sure blow. 
That woidd end all at once, such death I sought, 
To wither in oqe breath, then go where all b nought. 

** Again I steeled me, and the flashing tip 

Of a sharp dagger met my bounding breast; 

It seemed with drops of living blood to drip, 

Already on the seat of life 'twas prest, 

And I was sinking to eternal rest. 

When a loud voice seemed yelling, *^ Madman, stay! 

Bear with a stemeY will the stem behest 

Of fate;" I threw the shining dirk away. 

And with a deep wild groan I hasted to obey. 
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^ My heart seemed hardeiied from tf»t very homM* 

Feeling was deadened in it--^ntile8 and tears 

Were gone forevep-^^endship bad no power 

To give me comfortH-<«U tbat so endeidrs 

In the fair face of woman, hopes and ftars 

That have in h«r their foontun, all had fled; 

But life had grown eternal, countless years 

At once bad flown, a wider being spi^ad 

Dark, silent, dim arotmd^I wandered widi the dead, 

** And coldly I Hve on, and trill five on^ 
Till life hath ceased to tootttre, and die grav# 
Hides me from man, and that kng home is won. 
Which welcomes ud to (|aench as, or to save 
From all that siidu ns here^ O! i could brav^ 
Hell and its fires, if wilb it Mengtb wonid grow; " 
There is no pam fike weaktiess-^ustice gave 
No keener raokdian this, to live and know, (Overth^W. 
Weak, scorned, tbat onr own band had wrought our 

*' Well, let the #orld pais on; i stand tanm^ed 
In all its npikmiy^Hall, it bodi of good, • 
Is now turned poison^^-^diose I flon^y loved, 
Have died, or hate me-^^as the tetopiar stotml 
In Eden, nnmng in his heart a brood 
Of aU dariL paasions, so I look on life; 
I find BO charm witbovt, my only food 
Of thought is in tbe keen and qaencUess strif#^ 
I wrestle wkb deqpoir,^ where all of ill if rife. 
31 
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Bt^ evil i$ my good-^ c^not tarn 

Back to renew the freshness of young days* 

Talk not to me of p^iitence — ^I spurn 

The weakness of the stooping wretch, who pay» 

Awe to the hand that crushes him, and lays 

The weight of such existence on his soul; • 

I asked not have being, nor to raise 

My life from out the brute and senseless whole, 

Which ever sleeps the same, diough years and ages roll. 

We must submit or die : — If all would end 
With the last twinkling of this lamp — ^why, well. 
I could bear on-^ut thought will sometimes send 
Questions across the dark dread gulf, where dwell 
All wild and formless visions — 't is the heU 
That kindles widi its fires the doubting brain } 
It may be — and those few short words will tell 
Racks to the ling^ing heart, that longs in vain 
To find some calm retreat to quell its raging pain. 

There is, they say, a bending form of love, 
Who spreads his dove-wings over us, and bears 
The wearied in his gentle arms above 
All earth has to assail us, sorrows, cares, 
Toil, and disease, and want, till cool sweet airs 
Breathe odours firom the never-fading flowers 
That grow in Heaven, where peace eternal wears 
The same undying smile, and as the hours 
Steal silently along, descends in balmy showars* 
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Tis a f<HKl fancy -•—same may 6nd it sweet, 

Full of all happy visions-— life will seem 

Bliss in their upward longings — there they meet 

All their once loved ones heightened — such a dream 

Heals many a broken heart, and then they deem 

All bone light around them: let them bend 

Deep o'er their loi^ devotion — ^let th^ theme 

Of all their words be, of the one Great friend, 

Who saves them from all pain, and bids aU sorrows end. 

^* Tis not for me-^-I am of sterner mould; 
I must live on in my own heart, and find 
Strength to sustain — by thought; my only hold 
Is on that unbent energy of mind, 
Which, as the stmrm beats harder on, will bind 
Closer its will around- it, and endure; 
Which shun^ aU ccmcord with its own base kind, 
Where it forever totters, but grows pure 
And firm in solitude, which is its only cure. 

** I will not look on Nature — 't is too fair, 
And hath too much of beauty, when it lies 
Spread in the sunlight ; — we must hat^, or share 
In the same being; — ^when the clouded skies 
In one black firont of coming tempest rise, 
And bear their rolling waves in torrents on. 
Then I can wander forth, and lift my eyes 
With a wild sense of power — the hollow moui 
Of the far mountain winds hath music in its tone. 
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" We now can inile, and fed al heart a faeO-* 
Tb a blue meteor on a cloud, tliac brings 
Plague o'er a sleeping earth, and tolls the knell 
Of a lost land, and sci^ters from its wings 
Big drops of venom )«^^iich the smile, hat^ wrings 
From the crushed heart, that hardened as it bore; 
So I must live, and look on men as things 
That are my bane— so hide in my heart's core 
Hie gtief I cannot tell, till life's poor dream it o'er. 

'^ Then be my spisit firm: the storm may rush 
In all its rage aroimd me—- clouds may r«id 
Their gloom in one broad flash, and in one gosh 
Pour their wide deluge o'er me*— Earth may send 
* Swarms of all ills and plagues-^they shall not bend 
My soul fi-om its fixed bearing: here on high, 
Where thid rude- rocks, and snows eternal, lend 
Bulwarks lo my retreat, and the dear sky 
lifts ovw me its roof^ sternly sit and die." 

'TIS the wild rage of madness, thus to send 
Defiance unto nature, thus to build 
A wall of scorpions, cherishing a fiokl 
Within a human bosom, sternly willed 
To be the common foe, and darkly fiUed 
With all thai form the worst of passions^-bate) 
Till €very warning voice within is stilled. 
And all is nerved to meet the doom of fate, 
As if man stood alone witbont a lord or male; 
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As if these feeble bodies had the power 

To battle with the elements, to stand 

Sole, as an oak, to whom the wintry shower 

And summer dew fall like: no heart is manned^ 

Or fenced in iron, that the icy hand 

Of want may not subdue it, and compel 

The boldest daring to its stem command; 

rris the relentless tyrant of a hell, 

In whose cold sordid dens the heart turns hard and felL 

Han is a very infant, when alone ;7- 
The desert, and the forest, and the sea 
Lifling its boundless brine, and with a sone 
Of axure clasping earth — Man cannot be, 
Lost in their barren silence, firm and free- 
Nature will lift her voice, and bend him low; 
Thirst, hunger, fear, and madness, like the tree 
Whose dew is death, a chilling shade wiU throw, 
Where the heart kindles not with a fond social glow. 

Then farewell Solitude! where hate is nursed. 
And doubt is cherished; I would rend away 
The links that bind my spirit there, and burst 
From my dark cell of silence into day. 
And climb with tireless hand my upward way. 
Where all, who wield the hearts of men, have trod; 
Honour and love are there, and these repay 
For the dull cares and toils, wherein we plod — 
They have a qpell to charm the slave, who turns the clod. 
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"Vniy mounl the higher track, that leads to fame? 
Why seek to twine a halo round thy brow? 
Can the wide echo of a bruited name 
Stifle the cry of vulgar want, when thou 
Art in the ruder conflict forced to bow 
To the hard insolence of common men? 
Better have dug the earth, or steered the prow^ 
Than gain the heights which few can gaun, and then 
Drudge in the sordid path, where meaner minds have been. 

And wherefore doubt? Belief is doubly dear, 

When truth has never drawn aside the veil, 

That hides the laws of nature. All who fear, 

Will find a hope— one voice can ill avail 

Amid the cry of thousands — ^we must quail 

Submissive to the common creed, or die, 

Should fortune waft not with a flattering gale, ' 

And send the gilded bark in triumph by-^ 

They can do all, who daze with pomp the vulgar eye« 

My work is ended — ^I have gained the' shore. 

Whose flowers are fancy, and whose firuits deceit ; 

And I have furled my sail to try no more 

The gentle breath of favour, nor to beat 

With adverse gales, nor where the wild winds meet 

On the contending waters : Youth's quick swell 

Is sunk to manhood's calm, and now my feet 

Must take a weary pilgrimage, and tell, 

On through the waste of age, to all I loved — farewell. 
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rr WAS wlMie % gniiitt cliff ki^^i-beMliiig toiN^ei 
Above the billows of th« wetMni noiiii 
Deep in a grot, by table yews imbonreredi 
A yoath retired to poiid«r md coajdmia. . 

^ was near the nigfat-iaU of a winter's day, 
The sun was hid in donds of duimeA i^aoH) 
Before the north wind rose the whitening spray. 
And the loud breakers roared the sailor's doom. 

Dark, sullen, gloomy as the scene around. 
The soul that harboured in diat youthAd breast; 
To him the wild roar was a soothing sound. 
The only <me, could hush his woes to rest. 

His was a sool that once was warm aad kind^>« 
That once could love with gentlest, purest flamey 
So mild, so lovely was his iaia&t mind. 
His cheek ne'er reddenad with the bksli of i 
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But never coold he brook the frown of pride — 
Thk was the killing stroke that smote his heart ; 
All odier woqfds of fortune he defied — 
This — this to him was death's envenomed dart. 

He feh himself too irood to crouch and bend 
Before the man whose only boast was birth ; 
O! he would sooner his own bosom rend. 
Than bow before the haughtiest lord of earth. 

There was a ravage sternness, in his breast; 
No half-way passion could his bosom move. 
None e'er by him were scorned and then caressed; 
His was all gloomy hate, or glowing love. 

Those, whom he scorned, he passed unheeded by-— 

He never hnred a foe with artfiil wile, 

But when a friend or lover met his eye, 

Each word was sweetness, and each look a smile. 

He once could love, but Oh! that time was o'er; 
His heart was now the seat of hate alone. 
As peacefril — is the wintry tempest's roar, 
As cheerfril— torture's agonising groan. 

He would have loved, had not his fi*ozen heart 
Suspected every fimn, thouglre'er so fair; 
How could he love, when racked by every smart^ 
And all the gloomy borrorsr of ckspsur f 
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Insult bim^'-AjM Was wiMer tkati the §t6f»^ . 
His blood IB boiliog rengnace dirottgli him rukedy 
And those who tbouglil ihey traiiq>kd ot a wonii. 
Soon found an adder in the fatm Aey ttotk^ 

In dissipation he had rtV aB cd longf 
Had known the wildest paths that viee eW trod| 
He roamed, seduced by jfleawune's tyroa soAffy 
Until he hated man, fainMU; and CM. 

He hated maOf beeaaie he ihoaght a fiM 
Smiled in each scene, and harked in every path; 
He scorned himself, for he bad sank so h>w| 
He hated God,, beemise he feared his wtaik. 



So wiurm his passioiM, aad so sim hift will, 
So wild, and yet so tedder, wma his eye, 
So warped his heart to every tUtag that'll ilV 
He was not fit to live— ^-mach less to die. 

The wind that wUstled round the gloomy walk. 
The billows roaring <» the rodis beknv, 
The trickling- drop that freeies as it ftlls, 
Seemed warm and cheerM as that dUMof Woe. 

Oft had I seen tins youth pals headless by. 
All negligent his dress, a»d wild his Inien; 
The tear was always starting 4a his eye, 
A smile was never in bis Cannes seesv 
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l^tli languid Mr» widi •ye by Mrrow (netnd^ * 
And downcast look be wftik«dr*r||i«i paiisad awbile, 
And m ibe d«riuMt of Us glMm bt fei^ed 
To raise bis hMd» tosi be riwild set a smk. 

So niycb tbe vktini af dospair and ter» 
He lookM moM aadly whm ht baard oaf aptak $ 
And whm ht iwr a saubN^j tban the tear 
Streamed o'er the flmaws tf bis waa-wom cheek. 



So wan his chaaki Us mmmmmmn so pab, 
He seemed jasl sioboig to an aarly toaibj 
So tottering wei« his sta|M^ bis fisrm so Aail, 
A ghost saaased laamfaiing in the caveffn's g^ooaiL 



He walked, Ihra stnppsd} tban startad, sti^pad agafai; 
Then raised to HaawaB bis wild and imfiioBS ejre; 
Then gnashed bis leaA, as in sewarasfr pain, 
Or feebly groanadf of beaivid » lang drawn i 



With hmi» m fury elancbadt he beat bis Imast, 
Then smote his fbrahsadiMStampadt and wildly raved; 
It seemed, no sMtbing lumi ooaM fpire hjm rest. 
He seemed t#o^ abaadipod to ha saved. 

«' Are tbasa Ito jaya af lifi^" ba wiUfy crnd, 
'* Are these tba pleaaaaas man e^ja^rs bahiwf 
The syren voioa thai sud ' U».bap|qr^ liad, 
Tf mllsil mi nnt in bumiinfMin Ibit won 
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<< Life — 't 18 a pang that racks us for awhile^ 
Then like a bubble bursts and all is o'er; 
Its highest joys, even woman's lovdy smile, 
To me are gloomy as yon billows' roar. 

^' I'll live no more— I know dhe world too well— 
I'll trust no longer to its sootUng voice— 
Liet those who choose, in pain and sorrow dweU-^ 
Death is my fondes t ■ deat h my only choice. 

" Live — shall I live witbom Ae sfig^itesl meed. 
Without one voice to dwell upon my nune. 
With hand too weak to do one noble deed, 
Or pluc|L one leaiet from the wreath of fcme-^ 

*' Live, while consumption, ghastly, gloomy, pale, 
Even to a shadow wears my form away; 
Shrink at the rustling' of the gentlest gale, 
And pine, to dprk despondency a prey: 

*^ Say, is dds life? — ^how trUUng, oh how vain. 
To give one struggle for a worid like this; 
How cold, how heavy, pleasure's flowery chain, 
How sickening, every cup of earthly bliss. • 

^^ I've dnuned the goblet, and I know how vile, 
flow mean and empty all terrestrial joys; 
Reason surveys t)iem with a piling smile, 
And stamps with words rfKghtiiiwg * infimt toys.' 
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** How easy, when depression nnks me low, . 
To leave this worid and seek another shore; 
Careless, if pleasore laugb^—or all be woe, 
If smooth the waves— -or loud the billovra roar. 

^^ How easy, O! how triiing, with the sted 
To pierce a heart that loves no scene below, 
To wound a breast too caUous e'er. to fed 
A pang less^ crael than a demon's. woe. 

'^Does not the smiling 8iir&ee,<rf' the wave 
Kindly invite to take my endless sleepf . 
How sweet to rest within a wat^y grave; 
How soft those slumbers— <-that repose how deep. 

'' The deatlHwingedbatt-<--can pierce my phrenued brain, 
The kmfe— can loose the shackles-of my soul, 
An opiate— that can ease my every, pain. 
Smiles, how invitkigi-— in the poisoned bowl. 



<< And thou, sweet drug l-^M^an'st shed the bahny dew 
Of sleep eternal, o'ei^ my wearied eyes, • 
And give repose, as cabn to mortal view 
As when the ii^mt wrapt in shuriber lies. 

'< Still thou art skm though smre--ah! can I irat 
A single moment, ere I msk in dsaih; 
Perhaps I may lament it when too late, ■ 
And strugg^ to regam Buy fleeti^ breoidi. 
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^< Give me the knife, tiM dagger, cmt the b«U*— 
O! I can taiut them with a snile leme; 
Then like a flash «f lightning I may tiii^ 
And ruik at wee into the wofJd onMaii*" 

The widiered leaves^ that decked « beeches bmtgfa. 
Rustled — he turned and gated, with frosentstrnv; 
Such gloom, such hofvor, aetded on hit brow, 
He. seemed the very image of despairi 

'* Disturb me B0^«4faefe's iioa|^ caa give relief, 
Heaven deigns no seodung comfortw to send; 
There is but one can soodi my gnawmg grief, 
It is the best of earthly good-*« firiend. 

** A fioend-^I thought I once had friciidft**-4Nit No! 
FriendsUp, thon eherub! ne'wr wert to me given; • 
Friendship is not a flower that bkMHDS below-* 
If there is firiendihip it mast beia Heaven: 

^* And when Fve seen the pious widow's woei 
And viewed no ehristiaA firiwd or heavw4HNm ftsr 
E'er deign to wipe away the tears that flow, 
Fve thought evea flttttdsUp was Mt rial there*: 

<^ And iriien no hMsan form^oa me wiMd roll 
The glance diat soedms, or beam die raiks thatUtsi, 
My dog, the only solaae of my sm1» 
Even bit the hmid eiMtadad J»i 



Digitized by 



Google 



176 

'' What, if Mitte iMMlefom abcmld cMgn to imile, 
And chase away the i^Oon tbat cfeuds my breast, 
Could I he hcppy>-^*coaId I stay awhile ? 
Tes, woman's soUt cwdd make lae cheerfot^^'Uesaed. 

'^Theheait^'^Hhiit^toitiir^widirtniontbdead . 
To aU.the joys tfa«t wfamtafs kyvt can give; 
Affection does not itmkt «i4ert hope is ied ; 
Where conscience fiowns, that chanonr oamol live. 

*^ Can Liove, the sweetest eberab, ever deign 
To live, where donbt, despair, distractbn, dwett: 
Ah! no— thii tmA IdMi moit be vain. 
Love in my bosoitt ia a saiat itt faeB. 

^ Let others boast Aeir sklfl to dMrm the MttI, 
And proffer pleasnm to die expec^g eye, 
To bid the gfance- ivitk loinric sweetness roll. 
And heave the bofoas wilfr an empty sigh) 

^* Away sadi bsoe dectivyrs from my sight, 
Hide Aen, yt riiades 9£ msdnigfat ! from my view; 
Think you such flatteries can my soul deligfat! 
Farewell sndi love, sadi hdlow friends adieu. 

'* No smooA deeest eVr floaled.frmn my tmgm. 
By flattery's iwiks dbese Hps of mine ne'er moved ; 
On them— on diem this tMh has always hang, 
' I ever bated all, aad aodug IvpmI.' 
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** And what if mw^ <Nr woman shun my form, 
And view a tiger in the gloom I wear; 
To me their smiles are blacker than die storm, 
There seems a serpent ever hirking Aere. 

^'The charms of vice detained my soni too long: 
What sounds of sweetness in her love-notes flow; 
But misery's sigh is in her sweetest song, 
And in h&t gayest smile the tear of woer. 

*' The eye that beams so ftndly-^ill conceals 
Distraction's silent gate and icy glare; 
The lip that smiles so sweedy — still reveals 
The paleness, and tlie quivering of detfMdr. 

^^ I drank her cup of promised bUss— >I li^ 
In soft repose on beds of roses flung, 
There heard her Ariel harp its wind-notes play, 
And all the syren-music of her tongue — 

" In slumber soft, I closed mj; swimming eyes. 
While sounds exstatic seemed around to flow: 
I slept — no more in happiness to rise; 
I closed my eyes to blisfr— 4 woke to woe. 

/^' Look at my eye, and see the glare of pain; 
Look at my cheek, it is the hue of death; 
See there the softness. of her flow'ry chain. 
There mark the swettness of her bakny breaHi. 
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^ Shan, shim the road slie poktB to— death is there; 

Her sweetest vince is but a fimeral knell, 

Her gayest smile b but the glooni <tf care, 

And thou^ she calls to heaven, die leads to helL 

^ Wbafs earth, what's life, to ^ace, eternity? 
Tis but a flash, a glance— -from birth to death; 
And he, who ruled die world, wonld only be 
Lcnrd of a point«-a creature of a breaiCh; 

^ And what is it la gain a hera's name, 
Or bnild one's g r eat ne s s on the rabble's roar? ' 
Tis bnt to light a feeble, flickering flame. 
That shines a nMMnent, and is seen no more. 

** Once Caesar gained the aammit of renown. 
For him fkme's trumpet blew iu loudest peals; 
But what to hun is Glory's shining^ crown? 
It heightens but the blackness it reveals. 

'< What is the greatness Science can di ^iay, 
Or from Ae best twied lyre what can we gahif 
But t^ the flttttering insect of a day 
May hum oar praise, and all be still again. 

'' What if m Titian's tittU, a Ruben's Are, 
A Rajdiael's grandeur o'er my canvass glow? 
These tints, that fire, that grandeur, soon expire^ 
And meh as quickly as the summer's swvw. 
23 
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'' Let boastful Wealth Us ricjiest stores anfoM, 
And Pride his pomp of ancestry diiq>lay; 
A speck of yellow dost is all their gold, 
An infSBmt's rattle — all their proud array* 

^' What jNraise to shine in fashion's btighest ray, 
What is that Fame by fops so dearly sought? 
T b but the mere ephemeron of a day— • 
^ is but the very meanest part of nought. 

'' And thou, pnmi monarch, frowning on thy throne! 
What is the space between thy power and mef 
T is but to sit above the crowd sione. 
And lord it o'er a few poor worms like thee. 

^^ Ah! when I look on man, and see how low. 
How vile has sunk the basely grovelling crowd, 
I still can scarcely think this child of wo 
Can have sufficient meanness to be proud. 

^^ Depart, Renown, O! hie thee &r away! 
And Fortune, though in all thy splendour drest; 
O! from this world you've torn my only stay. 
And left not even one motive in my breast* 

^^ This world has now so dull and gloomy grown, 
So sickening every ngfat where'er 1 range-— 
'Afid all life's bustle, I am still so lone, 
I'd leave it, were it only for a change* 
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^ What balm shall heal my womidsy or soothe my woes, 
How shall I sink to my mitimely grave, 
Shan this sweet opiate lull me to repose, 
Or shaV I plmige beneath the roaring wavef 

*' Come, sweetest draught, I woo thee to my lips 
l¥ith all the fondness of a lover's breast; 
No thirsty, weary pilgrim fondlier sips 
The cooling fount, or lays him down to rest. 

** Came, do thy wbrk, and free my stru^ling soul, 
Swift as the lightning — ^from life's heavy chain; 
I care not if I reach Heaven's shining goal, 
Or plunge beneath the waves of endless pain. 

''Yon gave me life — ^take back the gift yon gave, 
Nor thmk I'd thank you for such trash as diis; 
Sweeter to me annihilation's grave, 
O! sweeter than the hi^est heaven of bliss. 

** Roll on the winds your most terrific storm. 
And shade the skies with more than Egypt's gloom; 
Then with your vengeful lightnings scathe my form, 
And hurl me to my never-ending doom. 

** I've plunged in gnih, till I can plmige no m6re, 
I've been to man and God the fellest foe ; 
On me— «i me each cup of fary pour, 
And whelm me in dK deepest gutf of wo." 



Digitized by 



Google 



V 

\ 



t80 FSmCITAL's POClfS* 

But ere At tmi bad dipped his orb ef Kgbt 
Beneath tbe wave that iweUed along the maiB^ 
A momemary brilfiance met tbe tight, 
And shone reieded o'er tbe waiory phia. ^ 

The treoMiag kstre glanced apett Ua ejre— • 
There was a toaiething, neidier soule oor tear, 
A sound, nor comfort's voice, nor sorrow's fight 
Fell-scarcelj beard upon the listener's ear. 

^Can tbwenaray like tUaof mer^aUae, 
To dissipate my soul's terrific gtbomf 
Is there no beam fiom Heaven, no light divvie. 
Can gild the path that leads m^ to ngr topnb? 

** Must all within be desolate and sad^ 
Must all seem frowning to the mental sight, 
When tbe last sun-beam makes all natnre glad. 
And ushers in with saules tbe shades- of nigbt*^ 

** May I not hope, although dark doudi of wo 
Hang o'er my soul and sink it to tbe grave; 
May 1 not hope for happiness below. 
That Heaven wall smile, and mercy deign to savef 

<« The light is gone, and aU u dark agam. 
So flies the liglu that shone upon my soul; 
Night's horrors thicken o'er tbe heaving mai% 
So, round my heart, deifMur, dttlnu:tiOB tolL 
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«< What! dnU I cfttdi «t hope's OMve ghwm. 
That glance like mtBleon thiough my phreoiiedbnun? 
What! sbaUI traattofioicy's wUdenagdreansf 
No! death and nun wdcoaie oncd afMi* 



''No! I can pierce ^ gfave't trowaadrnM fl^Mai, 
And through its dunneit Shades mfidtetittg piy. 
Can read wiih look unmoved nqr.dirast doott. 
And view the world of wo with hQedlin» eye-* 

''O! yonmay tdlnieof tbeqaenddefsflaBM, 
And gnawing worm that nevar, never dms. 
Or read each ftunous devil name by name— 
The hottest hall witUn ^y betwi liei. 

'' Is this yoor kindness— -yon wbo madit my soul. 

And formed it to be sensible of wo, 

Then bade a world of angmsb o'er it roll. 

And through my vtins despair's dark earrei^ iow? 



''Why was I BBttdeibr misery alone, 

Why were my joyabnt prekides to my pain, 

Why was my voice but formed to bveatbe the groan, 

Or why my tongue but iasUoned to complain f 

"Ton bade a thoasand pkasnres roimd me smilci 
Bat mingled poison in their balmy breath; 
Bade angel fiNrms exert their every wile, 
To lore me sweetly on to sin and death : 
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^* In thU your kindness — thus to diarm my «ye8^ 

By what would cienainly my soul undo? 

O! is it not sufficient to chastisey 

Miist you allure me, and then punish too f 

« O ! happy prospect! fpr before my sight 

Annihilation rises dark and drear : 

Or to my vision glares helFs murky light, 

And sighs, and groans, and gnashi^gs, fill my ear. 

*^ What clouds around the grave's dark regions roU-— 
I'd give the wealth of worlds to pierce their gkram, 
And read, imprinted on the eternal scroll, 
** The awful words of flame that mark my doom. 

*^ The thoughts of an hereaAer wake my fear, 
And fill my soul with agoniiuig throes ; 
Methinks some accent whispers in my ear 
And teUs me— nothing will my pangs compose. 

** Nothing! — there's something awful in diat sound; 
O! shall my all be crumbled into dust — 
Shall mind— shall body rot beneadi the ground, 
Nor soul immortal from my cerement burst ? 

^* Nothing!^— away thou phantom from my brain, 
Away thou deadlier fiend than ever rose 
To rack die doubting soul with hellish pain. 
Or fill it with a maniac fimcy's woes. 
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^Nothiag!— QBraa shade of dl tfiafg ill, 
Cease, cease thy ckmo«in, nor disturb Hie more — 
Hush! let that d^iMm voice of tlnne be still, 
O! hie thee to Ay dark Tartarean shore. 

^* What if I pry beyond die yviming grave; 
Is there a li^t can point my wildered way, 
Is there an arm of M^rcy stretched to save? 
O! help that arm, and goide me, genial ray. 

" I look, but ail is darker than the gloom 
That faimg, a sooQr nust, o'er Egypt's land; 
I listen, an is stiller than the tomb; 
There is no ray — no Mercy's ontstretched hand. 

*^ Come, then, each bnsy deyil to my breast, 
Come every fiend of hell, and nesde there — 
Rack me — ^Religion cannot give me rest; 
If Mercy will not wUqpei^^yell, despair! 

" My ear is open to diy piercing cry — 
Pour it — to every snffermg Fm resigned; 
But hariii-^methought I heard an angel fly 
With downy pinkms on the passing wind. 

** No! 'twas an idle fimcy — mock no more, 
Thou cheating qpwit, tiiou art fidse though faur; 
Noi 'twas the wave d ruin's sidlen roar. 
No! 'twas die hollow voice of daik. despair. 



Digitized by 



Google 



184 FMBCivjjJn POBits. 

^ Come, griafy Deirth! mti whet thy Uoo^y dttt; 
Come w«ft.iip<m the breeae my dyii^ kndl; 
O! ndiery and wot Iwve filled my beut, 
O! ben to me is notfun^-^oddag's helL** 

He said, imd lifM Ugh the poboned dfBit^ 
♦* Thb giYes,** he caried, " my body to the tomb-* 
To iiotbmg--dfeary nolhmg, it shall waft 
My sonl, or yidd it to its endless doom* 

^ A doom, that strikes my shadderiag soul with dread, 
And almost drives my pmrpose from my breast; 
Speak n6t those words-^for every hofpe is ied; 
b deadi, ia daricaess, is my ody rest. 

** Come to my Hps," he sgake, with fimtures calm, 
** Come to my Ups— thoa cordkd of my woes | 
Pour in my woaaded heart thy healiof balm, 
And in tetemal deqp my eyelids cloie* 

<< Come, lovely drmght! O! lovelier ihan Am spring! 
And sweeter than the moroiag's dewy breathl 
Come, to my soal oblivion's ooidbits brings** 
He said, and eoWy drank the cap of daaA* 

When life was weak and iaint, hb ardent smid 
Unfold^ aH Ihe vigoar ef its powers; 
Then throngh die fieUb of l^re he iew and alale, 
With eaasakm toU, the heoey of its Jawers* 
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HIb heart expanded whh kis growing oAind, 
And love, and charity^ and tbirst of fame. 
Unbending worth, ambition nnconfinedt 
O! these he wuhed, his Ubiom's only aim. 



O! he would think of these, imlSl the glow 
Brightened his chedi and kindled up bis eye 
Then in a rvshing flood his thoughts woukt low. 
And lift him to thd all^tfy'erardmig sky. 



9 



And yet his soul wa« tender^-^Hfaftr^ wfasotie 
Who made his heart durob atnl hi^ pabes beat; 
She was his all| his only light, his Stm*^ 
Her eye was btightest, dnd bbr vdice nant 



The was to him an angel — be was young; 
The dowti of yo«th had jnst began to grow; 
His eye fitwever on ber image hung, 
There would his eenteraig lbe»ugbts fef^rer flow. 

O! love how itt reqnked^— could a sooi^ 
Then soaTHig to perfection, blend witb one, 
Who only thought of trassient sport, whose whida 
Enjoyment ceased below,, where fab begun. 

And then his fiMffftdnass and flfarinking ey^» 
She knew her p#wer, and yet she oould not know 
The worth of hini) who doated^-^with a srgh 
Of grief and wounded pride he let hef' g«. 

24 
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First love — ^with what a deep, ttrong, filed impress^ 
It prints the 3deldiiig heart of childhoodr— gone. 
No other eye the lone lost soul can bless, 
Hope then is fled, the feelings are undone. 

How all unequal were his mind and form— 
This knew the blinking owls, that shunned his light; 
To wound his bosom, and to raise die storm 
He ill could master, seemed dieir sole delight* 

Abused, neglected, fatherless, no hand 
To guide or guard him, left alone to steer 
His dangerous way— can youth securely stand, 
When not a parent, firiend, or hope, is near? 

He conquered in intelligence, but those 

Who felt his strength there, still his weakness knew; 

They crushed his spirit first, and then to close 

Their work — they made him like their grovelling crew. 

The light of Heaven was gone — ambition still 
Lurked with him to the last, but he was blind; 
And genius struggled on through every ill, 
But peace and innocence were left bdiind. 

Years hurried by — but what a raging sea 
Was that young heart — ^wild as a steed he ran, 
Till he was swallowed in misanthropy, 
And swore eternal enmity to man* 
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And yet he covld not hate— at every look. 
That told the wounded bosom's throbbing swell, 
His frame in sympathetic shivering shook. 
His hand though raised in wrath, in fity fell. 

He longed to cast his hateAil chains away, 
He longed to be all virtue, reason, soul ; 
In vain he strove against the headlong sway 
Of passion — till its gulf absorbed the whole. 

Iffid all his folly, weakness, guilt, one beam 
Across the darkness of his being shone— 
Host dastardly and shamefid did he deem 
To take one mite, that was not all his own. 

She came — ^at last the kindred spirit came. 

The same bright look, the same dissolving eye } 

Her bosom lit with that ethereal flame> 

Which warmed hinf, when in youth his soul was high. 

Informing and informed, thetr's was the pure 
Delight of blended intellect^-their way 
Was strewed with reason's choicest pleasures, sure 
To last with those whom guilt leads not astray. 

Awhile his spirit kindled — ^hope, and love. 
And friendship, days of peace and joy arose, 
And lifted all his ardent thoughts above 
The memory of his follies and his woes. 
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His way had been unequal-^-oow he soared 
Od rushing wings, and now he sunk in night ; 
But then he felt new life around bim poured. 
He aimed to heaven his strong untiring flight. 

*T was but a moment — like the dying flash, 
The soul's last sparkle, ere its lights are fled ; 
Then folly came, his kindling hopes to dash. 
And hide his spirit with the moral dead. 

Too late — too late-^-thou couldst not call him back. 
With all thy charms thou couldst not— ^guilt, despair. 
So long had dogged him in his wayward track. 
They quenched the light that once shone brightly there. 

An outcast, self-condemned, he takes hb way. 
He knows and cares not whither; he can weep 
No more — his only wish his head to lay 
In endless death and everlasting sleep. 

Ah! who can bear the self^abbcMrring thought 
Of time, chance, talent, wasted--*who can think 
Of fiiendship, love, £une, science, gone to nought, 
And not in hopeless desperation sink. 

Behind are summits, lofty, pure and bri^t, 
Where blow the life*reviving gales of heavra; 
Below expand the jaws of deepest night. 
And diere he falls, by power resistless driven. 
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The links that bbd to life are torn away; 
The hope^Hhe asscuring hope of better days, 
Friendship, that warms us with a genkd ray, 
And love, that kindles with an ardent blase. 

• 
These be has left, and books have lost thar charm^ 

The brightest sky is but a veil of gloom. 

His mind, hand useless, wbeve cbxx be the harm. 

In drawing to his only couch, the tomb. 

Te who abused, neglected, rent, and stidned 
That heart, when pure and tender, come and dwell 
On these dark ruins, and by heaven arraigned, 
Feel, as you look, the scorpion stings of hell. 

But no— your coljl, black bosoms cannot feel; 
Amid the rank weeds, flowers, can never blow; 
Your hearts, encrusted in their case of steel, 
No feelings of remorse or pity know. 

Yes, you will say, poor, weak and childish boy, 
Infirm of purpose, shook by every si^, 
A thing of air, a light fantastic toy— 
What reck we, if such shadows live or die. 

But no— my life's blood calls aloud to Heaven^ 

The arm of justice cannot, will not sleep, 

A perfect retribution shall be given, 

And vengeance on your heads her coals shall heap. 
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Where minds like this mre ruined goilt most be. 
And where guik is, remorse will gnaw the soul. 
And every moment teem with agony, 
And sleepless thoughts in burning torrents roll. 

And thou— «rch moral-murderer! hear my curse — 
(}o— -gorge and wdlow in thy priestly sty, 
Than what thou art, I cannot wish thee worse,. 
There with thy kindred reptiles crawl and die. 
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POETRY. 



I consider Poetry in a two-fold view, as a spirit, and a manifostalion. 
Perhaps the poetic spirit has never been more jostlj defined, than 
%y Bjrroo in his Propliec j of Dante, a creation 

** From oTerfeeling §^od or ill, an aim 

At an external life beyond our fate.'* 
This spirit may be manifested by language, metrical or prose, by 
declamation, by musical sounds, by expression, by gesture, by mo- 
tion, and by imitating forms, colours, and shades ; so that literature, 
oratory, music, physiognomy, acting, and the arts of pahiting and 
sculpture, may all have their poetry ; but that peculiar spirit, which 
alone gives the great life and charm to all the efforts of genius» is 
as distinct from the measure and rhyme of poetical composition, as 
iW>m the scientific principles of drawing and perspectiye. 

THE world is full of Poetry— <he air 
Is living with its spirit; and the waves 
Dance to the music of its melodies, 
And sparkle in its brightness. Earth is veiled, 
And mantled with its beauty; and the walls, 
That close the universe, with crystal, in, 
Are eloquent with voices, that proclaim 
The unseen glories of immensity, 
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Id harmonies, too perfect, and too high. 
For au^t but beings of celestial mould. 
And speak to man in one eternal hynm, 
Unfading beau^, and unyielding power. 

The year leads round the seasons, in a ch(^P 
For ever charming, and for ever new, 
Blending the grand, the beautiful, the gay. 
The mournful, and the tender, in one strain. 
Which steals into the heart, like sounds, that rise 
Far off, in moonlight evenings, on the shore 
Of the wide ocean resting after storms; 
Or tones, that wind around the vaulted roof, 
And pointed arches, and retiring aisles 
Of some old, lonely minster, where the hand, 
Sktlftil, and moved, with passionate love of art. 
Plays o*er the higher keys, and bears alofl 
The peal of bursting thunder, and then calls, 
By mellow touches, from the softer tubes, 
Voices of melting tenderness, that blend 
With pure and gentle musings, till the soul, 
CommingUng with the melody, is borne, 
Rapt, and dissolved in ecstasy, to Heaven* 

*T is not the chime and flow of words, that move 
In measured file, and metrical array ; 
Tis not the union of returning sounds. 
Nor all the pleasing artifice of rhyme, 
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And quantity, and accent^ -that can give 

This all-pervacBng spirit to the ear. 

Or blend it with -the movings of the soul. 

Tis a mysterioos feeling, which combines 

Man with the world arooiid bim, in a chain 

Woven of flowers, and dipped in sweetness, till 

He taste the high communion of his thoughts, 

With aU existences, in earth and heaven^ 

That meet him in the charm of grace and power. 

^ is not the noisy l^bbler, who displays^ 

In studied phrase, and ornate epithet, 

And rounded period, poor and vi^id thoughts, 

Which peep^frpm out the cumbrous ornaments^ 

That Overload their littleness. Its words 

Are few, but deep and solemn^ and they break 

Fresh from the fount of feeling, and are fiill 

Of all that passion, which, on Carmel, fired 

The holy prophet, when hirlips were coals, 

Hi& language winged with terror, as ydheu bolts 

Leap fromthe brooding tempest, armed with wrath, 

Commissioned to affiright us, and destroy. 

Passion, when deep, b stiU-^the glmng eye 
That reads its enemy with glance of fire. 
The Up, that curls and writhes m bktemess, 
The brow contracted, till its wrinkles bide 
The keoi, fixed orbs, that bum and flash below, 
The hand firm clenched and. quiverhig, and the foot 
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Planted in attitude to spring, and dart 

Its vengeance, are the langiiage it employs. 

So the poetic feeling needs no words 

To give it utterance; hut it swells, and glows, 

And revels in the ecstasies of soul. 

And sits at banquet with celestial forms, 

The beings of its own creation, fair, 

And lovely, as e'er haunted wood and wave,' 

When earth was peopled, in its solitudes. 

With nymph and naiad — mighty, as the gods, 

Whose palace was Olympus, and the clouds, 

That hung, in gold and flame, around its brow^ 

Who bore, upon their features, all that gratid 

And awful dignity' of front, which bows 

The eye that gazes on the marbje Jove, 

Who hurls, in wrath, his thunder, and the god^ "* 

The image of a beauty, so divine. 

So masculine. So artiess, that we seem 

To share in his intensity of joy. 

When, ^ure as fate, the bounding arrow sped, 

And' darted to the scaly monster's heart. 

This spirit is the breath of Nature, blown 
Over the sleefMng forms of clay, who else 
Doze on through life in blank stupidity. 
Till by its blast, as by a touch of fire, 
They rouse to lofty purpose, and send put^ 
In deeds of energy, the rage within. 
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Its seat is deeper in the savage breast, 
Than in the man of cities; in the child, 
Thpn in taatnrer bosoms. Art may prone 
Its rank and wild loxoriance, and may train 
Its strong out*breakings, and its vehement gasts 
To soft refinem^t, and amenity; * 
But all its energy has vanished, all ' 
Its maddening, and commandipg spirit gon^, 
And aU its tender. touches, and its: tones 
Of soul-dissolving pathos, lost and hid 
Among the measured notes, that move as dead 
And heartless, a; the puppets in a show. 

Well I remember, in my boyish days. 

How deep the feeling,, when my eye looked forth 

On Nature, in her loveliness, and storms* 

How my heart gladdened, as the light of spring 

Came from the sun, with sephyrs, and with showers, 

Waking the earth to beauty, and the woods 

To music, and the atmosphere to. blow. 

Sweetly and calmy, with its breath of balm. 

O! how I gazed upon the dazzling blue 

Of summer's Heaven of glory, and the waves. 

That rolled, in bending gold, o'er hill and plain; 

And on the tempest^ when it issued forth. 

In folds of blackness, from the northern sky, , 

And ^tood above the mountains, sUent, dark, 

Frowning/ and terrible; then^sent abroad 
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The li^itning, as its herald, and the peal. 
That rolled m deep, deep vdleyt, round, the h^ 
The warning of its coming, and the somid, 
That ushered in its elemental war. 
And, O! I stood, in breathless longing filed, 
Trembling, and yet not fevfiil, as the clouds 
Heaved their dark billows on the roaring winds, 
That sent, from mountain Unp^ and bending wood,' 
A long hoarse murmur, like the rush of waves. 
That burst, in foam and ftury, on the shore. 

Nor less the swelling of my heart, whc|i hi(^ 

Rose the blue arch of f^utumn, cloudless, pure 

As nature, at her dawning,. when she sprang 

Fresh from the hand that wrought her; iriiere the qre 

Caught not a speck upon the soft serene. 

To stain its deep cerulean, but the cloud, 

That floated, like a lonely sjnrit, there. 

White, as the snow of Zemla, or the foam, 

That on the mid-sea tosses, cinctured round) 

In easy undulations, with a oelt 

Woven of bright Apollo's golden hair. 

Nor, when that arch, in winter's clearest night, 

Mantled in ebon darkness, strowed with stars 

Its canopy, that seemed to swell, and swell 

The higher, as I gased upon jit, tiU> 

Sphere after sphere, evolving, (m the height 

Of Heaven, the everlasting throne shone thr5u]g^, 
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Id glory ^s eftilgnce, and a wavt» 

Intensely brig^ rolled, like a fountain, forth 

Beneath its MqppUre pedestal, and streamed - 

Down the kmg gala]^, a flood of snow, 

Bathing the heavens in light, the spring, that gushed, 

In overflowing ficfaness, from the breast 

Of all-matenial nature. These I «aw, 

And &k to madness ; but my full heart g«ve 

No utterance to the ineflable within. 

Words were too weak | they were unknown ; but still 

The feeling was most poignant : it has gone ; 

And all die deepest flow of sounds, that e'er 

Poured, in a torrent fidness, from the tongue 

Rich with the wealth of ancient bards, and stored 

With all the patriarchs of British song 

Hallowed and r^skdered glorious, cannot tell 

Those fi^lingfl^ which have died, to live no more. 



LOVE OF STUDY. 

There are maiiy joothsy and some roeoi who moit earsestly devote 
themidTet to solitary studies, from the mere love of the parsuit. I 
hmvt here attempted to fbe some of the causes of a derotipn, 
whkh appears so unaccomitable to the stirring world. 

AND wherefore does the student trim his lamp^ 
And watch his lonely taper, when the stiurs 
Are holding their high festival in Heaven, 
And worshipping around tfaemidnight throne f 
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^ And wherefore does be spend bo patiently. 
In deep and voiceless thought, the blooming hours 
Of youth and joyance, when the blood is warm, - 
And the heart full of buoyancy and fire? • 

The sun is on the waters, and the aur 
.Breathes with a stirring energy; the plants 
Expand their leaves, smd swell their buds, and btow, 
Wooing the eye, and stealing on the soul 
With perfume and with beauty — Life awakes ; 
Its wings are waving, and its fins at play 
Glancing from out the streamlets, and the voice 
Of love and joy is warbled in the grove ; 
And children sport upon the springing turf. 
With shouts of innocent glee, and youth is fired 
With a diviner passion, and the eye 
Speaks deeper meaning, and the cheek is filled, 
At every tender motiim of the heart. 
With purer flushings; *fbr the bound}es8 power, 
That rules all living creatures, now has sway; . . 
In man refined to holiness, a.flame, 
That purifies the heart it feeds upon : 
And yet the searching q^irit will not blend 
With this rejoicing, these attractive charms 
Of the glad season; but, at wisdom's, shrine. 
Will draw pure draughts firom her unfathomed welt. 
And nurse the never-dying lamp^ that bums 
Brighter and bri^ter on, as ages roU. 
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He has his pleasures-^he has his reward: 
For there is in the company of books, 
The living soub of the departed sage, 
And bard, and hero; there is in the roll 
Of eloquence and history, which speak 
The deeds of early and of better days; 
In these, and in the visions that aose 
Sublime in midnight musings, and array 
Conceptions of the migllfy and the good, 
There is an elevating influence. 
That snatches us awhile from eardi, and lifts 
The spirit in its strong aspirings, where 
Superior beings fill the court of Heaven. 
And thus his fancy wanders, and has talk 
With, high ima^nings, and pictures out 
Communion with the worthies of old time: 
And then ''he listens in his passionate dreams. 
To voices in the silent gloom of ni^t. 
As of the blind Meonian, when he struck 
W(Hider from out his harp-strings, and rolled on 
From rhapsody to rhapsody, deep sounds, 
That imitate the ocean's boundless roar; 
Or tones of horror, which the drama spake. 
Reverberated through the hollow mask, 
Like sounds which rend the sepulchres of kings, 
And tell of deeds 6f darkness, which the grave 
Would burst its marble portals to reveal; 
Or luS| who latest in the holy cause 
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Of freedom, lifted to the heavens hh roice^ 
Commanding, and beseeching, and, with all 
* The fervour of his spirit poured abroad, 
Urging the sluggish souls of self-made slaves - 
To emulate their fathers, and be free; 
Or those, which in the stiH and solemn shades 
Of Academus, from the wooing tongue 
Of Plato, charmed the youth, the man, the sage. 
Discoursing of the perfect an§ the pure, 
The beautiful and holy, till the sound, 
That played around his eloquent lips, became 
The honey of persuasion, and was heard, 
As oracles amid Dodona's groves. ' 
With eye upturned, watching the many stars, 
And ear in deep attention fixed, he sits. 
Communing with himself, and with the worlds 
The universe around him, and with all 
The beings of his memory and Ins hopes; 
Till past becomes reality, and joys. 
That beckon in the future, nearer draw^ 
And ask fruition — O! there is a pure, 
A hallowed feeling in these midnight dreams; 
They have the light of heaven around them, breathe 
The odour of its sanctity, and are 
Those moments taken from the sands of life^ 
Where guih makes no intrusion, but diey bloom. 
Like islands jflowering on Arabia's wild. 
And there is pleasure in thetittermice 
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Of pleaiant images in pleasant ^ords, 
Melting like melody into the; ear. 
And stealing on in. one continual flow. 
Unruffled and unbroken. It is joy * 

Ineffable to dweU upon ihh lines 
That register our feelings, and portray, 
In colours always fresh and ever new, 
Emotions that were sanctified, and loved. 
As something (ar too tender, and too pure; 
For forms so frail apd fading* I have sat. 
In days, when sensibility was youAg, 
And the heart l^eat respon^re to the sight, 
The touch, and music of the lovely one; 
Tes, I have sat entranced, auraptured, till 
The spirit would have utterance, and word$ 
Flowed foil of hope, and love, and melody, 
The gushings of an ovarburdened heart 
Drunk with enchantment,»1>ursting freely forth. 
Like fountains in the early dajrs of spring. 



HEATEN. 

The following •fibsion may senre tm explain one of the nqnterfei ttf 
nythology — the location of heaTen abore «i. 

I HAD been sitting at a feast of souls, 
A banquet of pure quints, where the thought 
Spoke on the doqnent tongue, and in the eye'a 
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Oay sparkle, and the ever-GhaBging play 

Of feature, like the twiakliiig glance of waves 

Beneath the vmnnier moonlight Iiiralked forth; 

It was^ night in autumn, and the moon 

Was visible throu^ clonds of opal, laced 

With gold and carmine'<-SHch a silent night 

As fairies love to dance and revel in, 

When winds are hushed, and leav^ are stffl, and wsvia 

Are sleeping on the waters, and the ham 

And stir of lift reposing. There was sfiread 

Before my sight a smooth and glossy bay, 

ACrrored in silver brightness, and the chime 

Of rippling waters on its pebbles, broko 

Alone the quietude that filled the air : 

But when the tremulous heaving of Ae deep, 

F^ off, along its sandy barriers, rose 

And faintly echoed, as^ tfie fitfol gusi 

Ruffled the placid surface glassed below; 

Or, at the call of night4>irds, where they flew 

And sported in the sedges, low and sweet, 

Like swallows tw itterin g, or the cooing voice 

Of ring-doves, when they brood their callow voung. 

I looked abroad on sea and mountain, wild 

And cultured field, and garden, and they lay, 

Amid the stillness of the elements. 

Silent, and motionless, and beantifol. 

For mist and moonlight s<4kened down ibm fonM^ 

And covered diem widi iBm transparent^. 
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Lake beauty mtltiiig tlm>agh her CSom veil; 
A wiad rose fron the ocean, at it rolled 
Bine in the Wmidless ^ystanoe, and it swept 
The curtained clouds adiwart the moon, and gave 
The undimmed asi^ of the elKy to Ugfat 
And full exp^psion. There my eyes-were tomedi * 
And there they found the magic influence, 
Which bound them, like enchantment, in a trance 

Of most exalted feeling, and the soul 

_ • 

Was lifted from the body, and became 
A portion of the purity and light 
And lovelmess of that cenilean dome ; 
And if imagined on tiie mountain top, 
Mow silvered widi the milder \^Hm of night. 
On the blue arch, adid on tiie rolfing moon. 
Careering tfaorough the host of stars, who seemed 
To worship at her coming, and put out • 
%*he brightness of their twinkling, when she moved 
Serenely and majestically by— • 
On these, and on ih6 snowy clouds, that hung 
Their curtains round the border of the sky, 
Like folds of silken tapestry, it laid 
A world of tenderness and purity, ^ 

The quiet habitation of &e heart. 
The resting-place of those impassioned sods, 
Who draw their inspiration at the ibmits 
Of natmre, flowing from that dieatre, 
Whose scene is ewet sluing with the play 
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Of seasont, as the year steaU swiftly oii| 
And bears us, with its silent foot, awaj 
To dissolntioii; ardent sonls, who love 
The rude rock and the frowning predpice. 
The winding valley, where it lies in green 
Along the bubbling riv'let, and the plail^. 
Parted in field and meadow, redolent 
Of roses in the flowery days of spring ; 
And in the nights of autnmft, of the breath 
Of frosted clusters, hung along the vines 
In blue and gushing festoons, in whose rind 
The drink of souls, the nectar of the gods, 
Ripens beneath the warm unclouded sky. 

I looked upon this loveliness, until 

A dream came o'er me, and the firmament 

Was animate, and spirits filled the air. 

Floating on snowy wings, and rustled by, 

Fanning the wind to coohiess; and they came 

On messages of kindness, and they sought 

Tlie pillow of o'er-wearied toil, and shook 

The dews of Lethe from their dripping plumes 

Around tiis temples, till his mind forgot 

Its sad realties, and happy dreams 

Rose fair and sweet around him, and restored 

Awhile the spotless hours of infancy. 

When life is one enchantment! Then I seemed 

Rapt in a trance of ecstasy, and forms 
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Stood thronging round supremely beaaiifuly • 

Whose looks were Adl Q%tendemes8, whose words 

Were glances, and whose melodies were smiles; 

Who ottered forth the feelings of the soul 

In that expressive dialect, whose tones ^ 

No tongne can syllable, the miseen chain, 

Which links those hearts that beat in imiscsi. 

It was that perfect meeting, whither tend 

Our spirits in their better hours, and find 

The bahn of wounded bosoms, where they dream 

The eye of mercy ever smiles, aad peace 

Tot eyer broods-^^hey call the vision Heaven, 

And thus, hath man imagined he can find 
The region of his angels, and his gods, 
And blessed spirits, somewhere in the sky; 
Or in the moon, to which the Indian turns. 
And dreams it is a cool and quiet land, 
Where insect cannot sting, nor tiger prowl; ^ 
Or on the cdk of mountains, where the snow, 
Purest of all material things, is laid 
tJpon a cloudy pillow, wreathed around 
The midway height, and {Parting firom this world 
Olympus and tfte Swerga'd holy bowers. 
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A PICTURE. 



THERE is a fountain of the purest wave^^ 
It ever floweth full and freshly on, 
Laughing beneath the fairest fight of heaven, 
Aild chiming, like the tender voice of birds. 
Within ^a dewy thicket, when the mom 
Comes forth in beauty, and the urinds awake 
To sip the moisture in the lily's b^U. 

The spring is hidden in a silent cave, 
The shrine of darkness, and of loneliness. 
And then it stealeth out to meet the sun, 
And shine beneath his brightness, and Mttdl 
The crystal of its purity, and play. 
In dove-like undulations, with the airs ' 
That gently come and kisit^it, with a breath 
Perftitned among the roses, till they lfti4 
A sweetness to the waters, like the rills 
That spout from marble wells in Asian bowers. 

. And where it cometh forth to meet the fight, 
The rock is tapestried in mossy green. 
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For ever fretheniiig witfi die sprinklid dews, 
And ahrajrs yoong in verdnre, as when Spring 
Throws beAew mantle o'er die tnif, until 
^The eye rqM>se» on it, as a bakn, 
Thsit, with its tender soothmgs, wins Ae heart 
To thoughts of purity and ffentlenees i 
For there is b the ngfat of fiury forms. 
And meDow tinctures, and dissohring shades. 
And in the sound of rustling leaves, and waves, 
That murmur into slumber, and of birds 
Saluting, with their cheery notes, the dawn^ 
And pouring out the loneliness of heart, 
A rifled mother jfeels, when o'er her nest 
She sits, and sees her young ones stolen asray— 
And in the scent of gardens, and young vines, 
And violet beds along die nieadow bro(4u» 
There is a sweet attraction, wfaid doth blead 
The sporit with the fife of outward thmgs, 
And it pi^urtaketh then hi all the joy 
Of Nature, when she riseth from her sleep, 
And throweth out her vigour to the winds^ 
And boundeth in her ecstasy, as fawns 
Leap in jhe very wantonness of heart, 
When life is aH exuberance and fire. 

It floweth on embanked in frediest tmr( 
Bending its margin low to meet the dear» 
Cool elemeirt, and slake Us thurst therem. 
And bathe its roots, fike silken Ar^s, di«t play 
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Waving and stregping with die current^ M. ^ 
Its flow is over pebUes and bright sands, 
Which, from the enrling waters flashing dfll 
Inlay the chtonel with mosaic, where 
The white flmt shines like pearl, die agate glowd 
With playfid tinfs, dove-Eke or pavonine, 
Catching new splendour from the wave ; die while 
%nooth-roalided stones, deep blue and ebony. 
And slaty flakes of red and russet-brown. 
Lie darker in their brightness, as when gems 
Sparkle from out the chilly mgfat of oaves. 

Above it elms and poplars — trees that love 
The bank of meadow brooks : those with thrir limbs 
Light-fiurching in a platted canopy ; 
These rising in a pyramid of boughs, 
And glancing with their many twinkling leaves. 
Bright in their varnished verdure, when they drink 
The pure light in their stillness ; when at play, 
Chequered with freshest green and snowy down. 
jH Beside them willows droop to kiss the wave, " 
That calmly crinkles by diem, and they dip 
Their waving twigs, *so that their, silken leaves 
Rufle the water to a circling curl, 
• Widening and lessening to the turfy shore. 
From out its bosom islets lift thdr tufts 
Of alder and of sedges, where the wind 
Plays through the pointed blades, and murmuring lulls 
The dreamer, wjio reposes on the brink, 
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And ^kies on the ever-changing play 

Of babble and of ripple, of light plumes 

Moving like pigmy vessek, as the breath 

Of summer fills theiir fan-lik^ sail, and throws 

A sadden dimple o'er the mirror'd stream. 

Flowers too are on its borders ; flags in blue 

Carpet the hollow, roses on the knoll 

Open their clustered crimson, cardinal^ 

Lift, on the shady margin, spikes of fire, 

And one,* whose feathered stem, and starry bloom 

Of f^lossy yellow, wafted in the flow, 

Floats, like a sleeping "Naiad, on the wave. 



MENTAL BEAUTY. 



6etti«fe- 



Fiu €^*n guiM mortal toavi t /teie.— PBTaxmcA. 

BEAUTY has gone, but yet her nund is still 
As beaudfiil as ever ; still the play 
Of light around her 1^ has every charm 
Of childhood in its fireshn^ss : Love has there 
Stamped his unfading impress, and the hues] 
Of fancy shine around her, as the Sun 
Gilds at his setting some decaying tower, 
With feathered moss and ivy overgrown. 
I knew her in the dawning of her charms, 
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When the new rose first opened, and its sweets * 

No wind had wasted. She was of those forms i 

Apelles might have painted for the Queen | 

Of loveliness and love—light as the, fays 

Dancing on glimmering dew-drops, when the moon 

lUdes in her silver softness, and the world 

b calm and brightly beautiftd below. 

She was all mildness, and the melting tone 

Of her sweet voice thrilled me, and seemed to flow 

Into my soul, a stream of melody, 

Delicious in its mellowness ; it spake 

A heart at ease-^and then the <]uiet smile 

Sat playing on her lips, that pouting, spread, 

Their vermil fireshness forth, as if to ask 

The kiss of him she smiled on. In her eye 

Gentleness had its dwelling, and light Mirth i 

Glanced out in sudden flashes, and keen Wit 

Shot arrows which delighted, while they stung. 

She was a young Medusa, ere she knew 

The evil of a world that watched to blast 

Her loveliness, and make it terq}>le ; 

Striking a dead cold horror en the heart 

Of him, who saw the fairest of all things, 

A lovely womap, made the common prey 

Of lawless passion— -but it touched not her : 

No mist breathed o'er her brightness ; but the put 

Tull light of virtue rested there, and shed 

New lustre on the li^^ht that ever came - 
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Throngh her transparent features, and revealed 
Each movement of the soul that swelled within : 
And they were all of Heaven — such hi^ desires 
As angels had been proud of— -(rare as light 
In its primeval fountain, ere it flowed 
To mingle with the elements, and lose 
Its' perfect clearness. She was as ^ flffwer 
New opened in a valley, where no foot 
Had trodden, and no living thing had left 
Print of the world's pollution : there she blew 
Fragrant and lovely, and a parent's hand 
Shielded her firom the winds that blast, or bring 
Poison upon their wings, and taint the heart 
Left open to their influence. Shielded there 
She ripened all her treasures, and became 
Full-blown and rich in her maturity — 
The dwelling of a spirit, not of earth. 
But ever mingling with die pure and high 
Conceptions of a soul that spreads its wings 
To fly where Mind, when boldest, dared to soar. 
And though the form has withered, and the bloom 
Has faded, she is lovely ; for the sounds 
That issue firom her lips, and flow around 
In liquid eloquence, are oracles 
Of more dian ancient wisdom, or diey speak 
Portions of that fidl hymnf of Poesy, 
Which ever rises when a mind on fire 
Blends with the mqesty of outward things } 
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And with the ^ories of a boundless Heaven, 
And a rich earth, and ever-rolUng sea 
Communing, swells to diat ineffable 
Fruition, which in hope will never end^ 



MENTAL HAHMONT. 

A mi mm UmiUHnm wia Uni' i l i 

WE have had pleasant hours, but they are gon^ ; 
And we shall never meet again, to spend 
Glad moments in the kindly intercourse 
Of blended thought and feeling ; they are gone. 
Those festivals of fancy and of hope. 
Those may-days of the spirit, when the voice 
Of nature had a sweetness wholly new • 
And most delightfol to me, and th^form 
And fashion of all creatures took a tint 
From the fair li^t within me; when we gave 
Days to such higher thoughts, as lend to life 
A swifter pinion, that the flow of hours 
Be as the falling of a quiet stream. 
Whose current has no sound or sign to tell 
It hath an onward motion, and the sun 
Go to his setting, and we know it not;^ 
Time steals on such a silent wing away. 
Thefe is a holy feeling in the trance 
Of thought; it is a calm and quiet sense 
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Of purer bdog; we have knowa such honrti 

And they shaU be remetnbered. Who would lose 

The memory of our blessmgs, and the light, 

The recollection of departed days 

Of a serener pleasure, and a deep 

And hiqppy friendship, tranqniBised and raised 

To more exalted union, such as bound 

Two inteDects in elder time, who loved 

To meet m fond endearment, and to lend 

In mutual talk thdr fullest thoughts— the light, 

Such -recollection pours into the heart. 

Till we are circled with a hallowed sphere 

Of Inigfat emotions, who would lose, one day, 

Remembrances so gracious, for the wild 

Mad tempest of ambiticm, or the gay 

And glittering dance of pleasure, or the pomp 

The rich man piles around hioi. I could walk. 

At the pale hour of, twilight, on the path 

The wiUow-tJee overshadows, by the brink 

Of a small run of water, and be wrapped 

In a deep loneliness, and yet find more 

That has in it an ecstasy, in thoughts 

Cast back upon the quick hours we have known 

In our long woodland wanderings, and the sights 

That we have mutely gased on, spread o'er hill. 

And plun, and sheeted ocean, than in all 

Hope ever promised to my ardent youth 

In the bright path of honour^ or the way 



Digitized by 



Google 



214 

That winds threagh roses, sweetly leadiiig on 
Its eager victioi to the Bower of Liove. 

Nature hath lent as with a bounteous hand, 
Wherewith to make us happy, and if we 
Take not the kindly offer, H is the fault 
Of our perverted hearts, which cannot find 
Beauty is what is open unto all. 
I have resolved witlnn roe, diat the stiH 
.And pure possession of my own firee thoughts 
Surpasses earthly treasures, and is life 
Heightened to a superior essence ; hence * 

The wild woods are my chosen haunt, and there 
I read a fairer tome, a richer page. 
Than pen of man has traced with characters 
Of reason or of fancy. I become. 
In the society of untaught things, 
Drawn from my duller and my grosser sense. 
And lifted in my lon^gs, and I learn 
How little there is great in the pursuit 
Of riches or of honour, how the mind, 
Let in the channel of heroic diought 
To flow in freedom onward, and pervade 
The purer regions of philosophy. 
And tasteful and impassioned poesy—- 
How mind alone is the true worth of man, 
And that which raises him above the sense 
Of meaner creatures, and permits a hope 
Of unembodied being, in a high 
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And holy dwelling, lified far above 
The reach of ten^pest, with ess^tial light 
Encircled, and with fairest wings of love 
O'ershadowed, the reward and resting place 
Of such as hold their journey patiently. 
And pause and faint not on their weary way. 

The re^lfection of one upward hour 
Hath more in it to tranquillise and cheer 
The darkness of despondency, than years 
Of gaiety and pleasure. Then, alone 
We wander not in solitude, but find 
Friends in all thin^ around us, for the heart 
Sinks not, and in its sinking bends ,the mind 
Froiii its true lofty region, where it Hves 
Rejoicing in bright e^&rgy ; and so 
All things are open to the searching eye 
Of ai^ unclouded intellect, and bring 
Their several treasures to it, and unfold 
Their fabric to its scrutiny. All life, 
And all inferior orders, in the waste 
Of being spread before us, are to him, 
Who lives in meditation, and the search 
Of wisdom and of beauty, open books, 
Wherein he reads the Godhead, and the way^ 
He works through his creation, and the linkf 
That fasten us to all things, with a sense 
Of fellowship and feeling, so that we 
Look not upon a cloud, or fidling lea^ 
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Or flower new blown, or human face dimne^ 
But we have caught new life, and wider thrown 
The door of reason open, and have stored' 
In memory's secret chamber, for dark years 
Of age and weariness, the food of thought, 
And thus extended mind, and made it young, 
When the thin hair turns gray, and feeling iies. 

But this communion with inferior things 
Still leaves a void behind it, and we seek 
The kindred thoughts of other men, and bend 
Attentive o'er their written souls, wherein 
We see their better moments, when diey cast 
The slough of earth aside, and tried a flight 
On an. ascending pinion, and renewed 
Their purer being, as the insect bursts 
The walls that bound it in its second state-* 
.It might be a gilded prison-house; 
But yet it was a prison : When its wing 
Unfolded, and it knew the bliss of air, 
And free and ri^id motion, it had life. 
And floated as a spirit floats away, 
And wandered gayly on from flower to flower. 
And was so light and so ethereal, Man 
Selected it the symbol of die soul, 
And its free flight through ether on a wing, 
That, moving through eternity, will ever 
Be active and unwearied, and as bright 
In its unruffled plumage, after years 
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Have gathered into ages, and have gone 
Beyond ^e eldest memory of time. 

But yet the pen of Genius cannot cheer 
And heighten, like the spirit-speakmg eye 5 
And so we seek the living, and we find 
That there are spirits that commune with ours, 
As if they were our kindred, and were forntfjd 
In the same mould ; and when we meet with them, 
We cBng with child-like fondness, as if life 
Had not a charm without ttem, and the sky 
With its ediereal beauty, and the earth 
Flowering or fadmg, and the fairest flow 
Of pure and tranquil waters, and the words 
Of the departed with their might of thought, 
Could be to us no solace, and have power 
To lend no high conception, nor subdue 
The spirit unto meekness ; so we lean 
On an accordant bosom, and we love 
The beating of a heart, that beats as ours, 
ITie speaking of an eye, that tells us thoughts 
Which harmonize with what we feel, and all 
The light of l^eauty, passion, tenderness, 
And purity, and love of great, and fair, 
And fitly fashioned things, until we deem 
A sole existence is a' wilderness, 
That yieldeth only terror, and a curse. 
We two have met a little while, and known 

How time may glide unnoticed, in the flow 
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Of thoughts diat have a sympathy; we part, 
Bat this shall te a token, thou hast been 
A friend to him who (raced these hurried lines, 
And gave them as a tribute to a friend, 
And a remembrance of the few kind hours 
Which lightened on the darkness of my path. 
And gave a pleasantness to some bright days, 
Bright in the light thou gavest them, and warme<i 
Feelings,' diat sank in chilHness, and waked 
My fancy from its slumber, and thus drew 
One volume fi*om its treasures, into day. 



RUINS. 

Temfprn edax riniia, lufie, Uwidiota vihutu. 
Omnia deHruUit : ■ O vip. 

EARTH is a waste of ruinsf so I deemed. 
When the broad sun was sinking in the sea 
Of sand, that rolled around Palmyn^ Night 
Shared with the dying day a lonely sky. 
The canopy of regions void of life, 
And still as one interminable tomb* 
The shadows gathered on the desert, dar)( 
And darker, till alone one purple arch 
Marked the far place of setting. All above 
Was purely axure, for no moon in heaven 
Walked in her brightness, and with snowy light 
Softened the deep intensity, that gave 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1^^^^^ 



ys&cival's posvs. 21 d 

Such awe mto the blue serenity 

Of the high* throne of gods, the dwdliAg-pIaee 

Ot sum and ^ars, which aire to us as gods. 

The foantains of existence and the seat 

Of all we dream of glory. Dim and yast 

The ruins stood around me— ^temples, fimes, 

Where the bright|Mp was worshqiped, where they gaye 

Homage to him, who frowns in storoM, and rolls 

The desert Ifte m ocean, where they bowed 

Unto the queen of beauty, she in heaven, 

Who ^es the ni^t its loveliness, and smiles 

Serenely on the drifted waste, and lends 

A silver softness to the ridgy wave, 

Where the dark Arab scpoums, and with tales 

<tf love and beauty wears Ae tranquU night 

In poetry away; her Ught the while 

Falling upon him, as a spirit falls, 

Dove-like or cnrlmg down in flame, a star 

Sparkling amid his flowing locks, or dews 

That melt in gold, and steal into Ae heart, 

Making it one enthusiastic f^ow^ 

As if the God were pr^ent, and Us vmce ' 

Spake on the doquent' lips, that pom* abroad 

A gush of inspiratioQ— -bright as waves 

Swelling aroimd Aurora's car, faitense 

With passion as Ae fire that ever flows 

In fountains on'the Caspian shore, and fiiU 

As the wide^roHing mi^esty of IHle. 
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Over these temples of an age of wild 
And dark belief, and yet magnificent 
In all that strikes the senses-^beautiful 
In the fair forms they knelt to, and the domes 
And pillars which upreared them^— full of life 
In their poetic festivals, when youth 
Gave loose to all its energy, in dMce, 
And song, and every charm the fancy weaves 
In the soft twine of cnltur'd speech, attuned 
In perfect concord to the fidl-toned lyre : 
When nations gathered to behold the pompi 
That issued from the hallowed shrine in choirs 
Of youths, who bounded to the minstrelsy 
Of tender voices, and all instruments 
Of ancient harmony, in solemn trains 
Bearing the votive offerings^ flowing horns 
Of plenty wreathed with flowers, and gushing o'er 
With the ripe clusters of the purple vine. 
The violet of the fig, the scarlet flush 
Of granates peeping firom the parted rind. 
The citron shining through its glossy leaves 
In burnished gold, the carmine veiled in^down, 
Like mountain snow, on which the living. stream 
Flowed firom Astarte's minion, all that hang 
In eastern gardens blended-^^while.the sheaf 
Nods with its loaded ears, and brimming bowk 
Foam with the kindling element, the joy 
Of banquet, and the nectar that inspires 
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Man with the glories of a heightened powei 
To feel the toiich <^ beauty, and oombine 
The scattered forms of elegance, tifl hi^ 
Rises a magic vision, blendmg all 
Thai we have^een of glory, such as drew 
Assembled Greece to wordiip, when 'the form. 
Who gathered all its loveliness, arose 
Dewy and blushing from the parent foam. 
Than which her tint was fairer, and with hand 
That seemed of living marble, parted back 
Her TBYen locks, and upward looked to Heaven, 
Smiling to see all Nature bright and calm. 
Over these temples, whose long odonnades 
Are parted by die hand of time, and fidl 
Pillar by pillar, block by block, and strow 
The ground in sh^^less ruin, night descends 
Unmingled, and the many stars shoot through 
The gaps of brcdcen walk, and glance between 
The shafts of tottering columns, marking out 
Obscurely, op the dark blue sky, the form 
Of Desolation, who hath made these piles 
Her home, and sitting with her folded wings. 
Wraps m her ddsty robe the skeletons ; 
Of a once countless multitude, whose toil 
Reared palaces and theatres, and brought 
An the fair forms of &ecian art, to give 
Glory unto an island, girt with sands 
Ab barren as the ocean, where the grave 
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And stately Doric mariied the flolemD faM 
Where wisdom dwelt, and on the fairer shrule 
Of beauty s[H*aiig the Kght Ionian wreathed 
With a soft vohite, whose 8iiiq>Iicity 
Becomes the deity of knreliness, 
Who widi her snowy mantle, and her kmk 
Woven with all attractions, and her locks 
Flowing as Nature bade them flow, compels 
The sterner Powers to hang upon her smiles. 
And there the grand Corinthian liAed high 
Its flowery capital, to crown the porch^ 
Where sat the sovereign of their hierarchy. 
The monarch armed with terror, whose cnrkd locks 
Shaded a brow of thought and firm resolve. 
Whose eye, deep sunk, shot out its central fires, 
To blast and wither all who dared confront 
The gase of highest power ; so sat dieir kings 
Enshrined in palaces, and when they came 
Thundering on their triumphal cars, all br^t 
With diadem of gold, and purpk robe 
Flashing with gems, befiMre their rushing train 
Moving in serried columns fimced in steel, 
The herd of slaves obsequious sought the dust, 
And gated not as die mystic pomp rolled by. 
Such were thy menarclis, Tadmor ! now iky streets 
Are silent, and thy waUs overthrown, no' voice 
Speaks through the long dim niglit of years, to tell 
These were oace peopled dwellings ; I conU dream 
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Some sorcerer in bit moou-Hght waiuieruigg, reared 
These wmders in an hour of sport, to mock 
The stranger with the sbgw of fife, and send 
Thought through the mist of ages, in the search 
CM* nations who are now no more,, who lived 
Erst in the pride of empire, ruled and swayed 
IMBllions in their supremacy, and toiled 
To pile these monuments of wealth and skill. 
That here die wandering tribe might pitch its tents 
Securer in their emp^ courts, and we. 
Who have the sense of greatness, low miglit kneel 
To ancient mind, and gather firom the torn 
And iM:altered fragments, visions of the power^ 
And splendour, and ifublimity of old, 
Mockii^ the grandest canq>y of Heaven, 
And imagiog the poiiq> of Gods^ below. 



MARIA, 

THE TILLAGE GIRL* 

ffaiuniifineinhve; mtd where *tu fine, 
it te$%di $9m€ preckut intUmee qfU$^f 
4fler the thing it loves. Hamlbt. 

I KNEW a pleasant village, in a kme 
And silent valley, on the southern side 
Of a long Une of mountains, whence a brook 
Came gently down, and in its winding flow 
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Stole throagfa a paamd meadow, where a bank 
Of beeches lifted up its tufted slope 
To the warm sun of April, as it shone 
Tenderly from a hemisphere of bhie, 
Purer, because the earth sent rarer forth 
Its dimming exhalad<His, oa whose boughs 
Yet hung the leaves of winter, with a low 
And plaintive rustling, teUing to the winds 
A sweet ^olian tal6, and shining out 
In glossy twinkling, as they lightly turned 
Their surface* to the light, and then veered back 
With a quick-glancing motion ; in a bend 
Of that close thicket, where the mountain gust 
Came not, but all was tranquil, and the turf' 
Was deeper greened, and the new opened flowers 
Spread bolder out their tender leaves, and srat 
Soft 6dours on the mellow air, that played 
Silently in that hollow, where die quail 
Sat oflpi if the dear warm noon, and turned 
Her red eye to the silver light, and shook 
The dropped leaves in her playfidness ; one day. 
When all was purely fair, and the chiU winds 
Were hushed aloft, and as I upwards gased. 
The fitMted fir, die pendent pine, and all 
The sable groves of cedar, stood as sdD, 
As when a wood of lances wait the Inreath 
Of the shrill horn and braying clarion. 
To sink upon the line of fight, and rush 
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Forward to meet in conflict— such a day. 
When the young sod first quickens, and the pale 
Bhie eyes of weeping violets part their lids 
To drink the first warm rays, I chanced to bend 
My wandering foot along the grassy brink 
Of the calnnflowing brooklet, pleased to take 
IVith a qaickicye its many tarns, and dweU 
On the dear d^ing of its water-fells, 
And the soft gliding of its molten gold. 
Where the son met it curving o'er a root 
That grew across i& channel, or the curls, 
Hat like a [Mgeon's plumage waving played 
Over the sandy shallow, or the still x 

And tranquil mmor where it rested deep 
And dark beneath a willow — as I stood 
Looking aside upon the velvet vest 
Of the firesh*«8prin^ng meadow, and above 
Where the bent Imthes hung their tufted flowers^ 
New purpling like a silken shred, and faint 
The scarlet nmple buds put out, and fair 
The downy willow catkfais spefted with gold 
Their flaxen locks, when life awoke within 
The leaf-buds of the forest, then I caught 
In that still nook, a pale and lovely girl, 
With a fair hand fimdfing a petted Iamb, 
That bounded tight around her, and with long 
And oft repeated foncbess licked her hand. 
And thai renewed its gambols, though it look 
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Short turns, because a cord of bruded bhie. 
The colour of a dove-wing, or the tky, 
When a full moon shines over it, drew back 
Her minion to a narrow circle, finr 
She thus had bound it in a silken diain, 
As if it were a loved one, who woidd fly 
To other lands, and leave her here to sing 
Her sad notes to the evening wind, ayd tdik 
Her hours in weeping loneliness, and bok 
Where the far path came o'er the hiH to calck 
Her long departed lover, till the night 
Hid the low vale in darkness, and her eye 
Turned from the fruitless quest, and then she wept 
Tenderly, and her sweet voice took a tone, 
In which despair was uttered, till it sunk 
Trembling and fainting, as the ni^ wmd && 
Softer along the harp strings, till a sound 
Just whispers through tfie air, and all is sliO* 

There was a look of calmness in her tfoa 
And delicate features, wasted to a shade^ 
Like a pure spirit*muffng on the dark 
And sad afflktions of this life below, 
And dwelling for a moment on the grief 
And sickness of the better few, who trust 
In their most hopeless hours, they yet shall find 
A sunshine after darkness, and a calm 
Afler the tempest ceaseth, when Ae eye 
Of love shall rest forever on the friei^ 
They late have seen departing on their long 
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.Aod vnretoriiing jooraey, whose cold ITds 

They eloeed with pious care, whose stiffeoed limits 

They laid in decent order, and composed 

Their pale lips to a swe^ and dying smile, 

And shroaded all in whitest lawn, than which 

No flaky snow-falls purer, and no cnrl 

Catches a softer tincture from the moon, 

To throw i| thin veil oler the stars, and dim 

l%eir bri^i^lness to a f^t and mellow ray. 

Like a lone taper through a curtain, when 

Sleep broods above the hamlet, and the sound 

CM* life is hushed, and this alone reveals 

To fakn who walks in darkness, that two hearts 

Are pouring out their fulness, or a voice. 

In the low consecrated tone of prayer. 

Is talking with the Universal soul. 

And blending with the perfect purity 

And majesQr of Godhead, or an eye 

Is watching o'er the page of lofty thought, 

And catching. inspiration at the shrine 

Of intellect and fancy, tiM the heart, 

Big with its high conceptions, overflows. 

And tfien his lips pour out the eloquence 

Of kindled spirit, and a purer stream 

Of language, musical, and grand, and fi^ 

Of the quick life of mind^ is sent abroad, 

Than ever meets the anxious ear, when crowds 

Drink in the rhetoric of master souls. 
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Her looks were purely Grecian, sucji as chana 
Taste in an ancient statuci or a gem, . 
Of fair intaglioi where a perfect white. 
Shaped to a. nymph-like beauty, sparkles in 
A ground of azure ; — it was such a face. 
As had enamoured Raphael, or inspired 
The pencil of Corregio to the birth 
Of a blue-eyed Madonna, or a 4;alffl 
And pensive Spirit looking up to Heaven, . 
Poised on a seraph's wing high in the dome 
Of an Italian temple, where the God 
Of charity is worshipped, and the form 
Of Him who died on Calvary adored. 
Her brow was softly arched, and it was pure 
And pale as marble, and the dew of death 
Seemed resdng there, and gave a fearful tint 
To its else perfect loveliness, and told 
Thoughts were at work beneath it, which nugbt still 
Ere long the life within her, but are loved, 
Although we know them fatal, as we cling 
To the Circean bowl, and dying grasp 
At its alluring poison, which conveys 
A madness to the brain that hath a touch 
Of inspiration in its reveries, 
And spreads around the spisit light and calm, 
Till earth seems beautiful and life is heaven* 
Her hair was of a sunny brown, and fine 
As lines of light that stream across % cloud. 
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Ere the sob rises, or the scarlet toft, 
That floats beneath the green wave, where on i^eks 
The sea-plume eHngs, and throws its feeling threads, 
Like flowing silk around it. It was fidl, 
And dropped in light profusion down her neck. 
And o'er her bosom; and it parted lay 
In native ringlets round her brow, and shone 
Deeper beside the snow it rested on, 
And that came fairer through the curling shade 
Tliat waved above it, as the sighing wind 
Sent a sweet-breathing air to shake the leaves, 
And crisp the sheeted water. As she hung 
Her bead in deepest sorrow, some few tears 
Stole out and pearled her cheek, but these she brushed 
With a light touch aside, and then renewed 
A song, half sad, half playful, such as comes 
From a erased brain, that says, it knows not why, 
A thousand tUngs which are at first as gay 
As wild mirth in a revel, and then Ml 
To a f«dnt tone, in which' despair alone 
Can have a concord, and at last a sob 
Closes it, and her glistening tears o'erflow* 
She lifted up h^ head, and mutely gazed 
Awhile upon the world above, and then * 

Her ashy lips were moving, but no sound 
Game through their parting paleness, still it shone 
With a faint hectic fltirii, li^e the last tint 
The sun casts on a wreath of mists, and then 
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A most iiite&se cerulean veils it o'er. 

So, that the sky seeing tintless. As she looked 

Far in the ikilent atmosphere, methought 

Her bine eye had a fixedness, and saw 

A fbrm distinctly featured, and she rose 

Half from her seat of turf, and threw her arms, 

As if to meet it in a fond embrace. 

And a sweet smile broke on her lips, and tears 

Stood glistening on her eyelids, such quick joy 

Stirred in her heart, and one faint word alone 

Escaped, it was Lsoni : — ^then she dropped 

Suddenly on her settle, and her head 

Drooped languidly, and her long flowing locks 

Showered their full ringlets o'er her, big round tears 

Dropt thick and fireshly through them, and her sobs 

Shook her, they were so deep ; she pressed her brow 

And wrung her hands, and then she cast diem down 

Clasped on the sod beside her, shook her bead, 

And with a sweet low voice sighed out, "no more.*' 

She pludied the flowers diat grew around, and kissed 
Their purple and their yellow leaves, and long 
Inhaled their perfhme; then she opened wide 

Her lips to the wild laugh, that tells despair, 

« 

And it rang terribly around, and oft 
She uttered it still louder, and her eye 
Kindled and flashed intensely, and the spot 
Of death stood glowing like a ring of fire 
On the blue paleness of her cheek, &nd full ' 
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The dark veins throbbed upon her brow, and shot 
Their hraQdies o'er her temples, aad she waved 
Her hand, that seeQied a spirit's, where ^ Ught 
Shone with a purple gUnuner ttM^oagh, and then 
She oatward turned her palm, and often pushed 
Some hateful object from her, and a dark 
Mysterious look of madness §^aied her eye. 
And her pearl teeth were set, and her firame shook 
Widi fm internal shuddering^ then with slow 
And broken sounds sb^ muttered, ^f4d» anifimlJ*^ 

Suddenly she sank dow% and bending low 
Hid her face in her mmtle; one weak grotm 
Stole from her, lihe a dying wind at eye 
Through a sere vine in autumn; then her lamb 
Drcfw to her side, and looked with wistful eye 
On her wfld sorrow; as her dim eye cau^t 
Th6 innocent eye that gaied so fondly, calm 
She lifled iq> her forehead, and composed 
Her scattered tresses, and held out her hand 
To the compassionate creature, who was n6w 
The only one she trusted in; — she smiled, 
As mourners smile, and hanging o'er she q>ake 
Few words of tenderness, ** thou wilt not leave. 
Fair face of gentleness, thou wilt not leave, 
Though the world leave me :" then she gathered flowers 
And grass-blades, and she wove them in a wreath. 
And bound it round her minion's neck, and clasped 
lu soft limbs to her bosem, with a kiss 
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C^8(Mrrow and of love: her soul seemed calffl. 

And shone ^renely through her clear blue eyes. 

Which had hi them a meek divinity, 

All patience, and all hope, that as she gazed 

Upward to the pure vault and the bright sun^ 

Methouj^t her spirit parted, and took wing, 

And angels came to welcome it, and bear 

The weary stranger to a re6ting-f)lace, 

And lay her on a pillow which no thorn 

Hath ever entered. Such a sacred calm 

Was printed in her look, that she became 

Sainted to all my feelings, and I stood 

To see her spurn the earth, and so^ away 

To the pure air above the highest cone, 

That still looked white behind me; but she soon 

Rose gently from her seat, and threw her hair 

With a quick moti(»i backward, closely drew 

Her russet cloak, and twined her braided line 

Around her marble fingers, &en looked down. 

And said, *^we must go homeward, sweet one, ni^t 

Is coming in Ae far sky," and ere I 

Could trace her, thrpugh the silent wood withdrew. 



Digitized by 



Google 



A TALE. 



SHE had been touched with grief, and on her cheek 
Sorrow had left its impress in the pale 
Soft tint of fading loveliness. She bore 
Meekly the burden of her woes, and told 
To none the secret of her heart. It preyed 
F«)rever on her life, and blanched away 
The roses which had bloomed so wooingly 
And freshly on her laughing lips. Her smile 
Grew fainter, and it only spread a line 
Of a most tender carmine, where the snow 
Scarce had a stain to mark it fi-om the pure 
And perfect whiteness of her cheek and brow — 
So pure, she seemed a living monument 
Of Parian marble; and the flaxen curls 
That waved around her forehead, and the arch 
Darker and brighter bent above that eye, . 
Which through long lashes spoke in looks of iire^ 
And was the only eloquence she used— - 
These, and at times a gushing to her cheek, 
Like the first flush of morning, or the faint 
Fast-dying purple, when the twilight steals 
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Into the depth of darkness— these were all 
That told she yet was living, and was not 
An image of the Graces, or the shade 
Of a departed maiden, which at night 
Visits the silent walks she loved, and hangs 
Ovenbe grave she watered, till she took 
Her Mist repose beside it. 

She had been 
The gayest and the loveliest, and had moved 
Through the lig^ dance, and in the bebding crowd 
Of young admirers, like an infant queen 
Proud of her innocent beauty. There was one 
Who looked, but spake not; and wbta others took 
Her hand to lead her throng the merry hall, 
In steps all grace and harmony, he stole 
Aside, and wept in anguish. He was made 
Not for the place of mirth, but for the still 
And peaceful shade of feeling, and of thoaghts, 
Which have their home in higher souls, and are 
Lone, and unfriended and anknown below. 
His was a social nature; yet not made 
To blend with crowds, but find in one alone, 
One fairy minister of soft delights, 
And pure as they are tender, that deep joy, 
Which none has ever uttered. Long he sought 
To win her to those calm retreats, and give 
To her a spirit kindred to his own, 
And lead her to the one and only love, 
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The harmony of thought, and wish, and life. 
The onion of all feelings, whence the deep 
Exhaustless fountain of their blended hearts 
Flows ever deeper, and has ever more 
Of music in its flow, and more of light 
And beauty in its fulness. Thus he dwelt 
On her fresh loveliness, until his life 
Was linked unto her image, and her form 
Mingled with every thought, and every spot, 
Where the new spring looked beautiiul, was filled 
With her pervading presence; but he dared 
Speak only to die monntain<^vinds her name, 
And pnly in a whiqper. 

^ She had maiked 
The silent youth, and with a beauty's eye 
Knew well she was bdoved, and though her light 
And bounding spirit still was wild and gay, 
And sporting in tbe revel, yet her hours 
Of solitude were visited by him. 
Who looked with such deep passion. She too loved, 
And saw more in his melancholy eye. 
And in the delicate form, and the stiJl look^ 
And that high front of intellect, which crowned 
Features that were all tenderness and love, 
Like the fsdr shrine of poesy, where Oughts 
Dwelt high and solemn, such as from iheir seat 
Of glory visit none, lyit the great few« 
Whose Jaufwgeis immortal*— Ihere ihe ww 
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More that had charms to win her, than in all 
he light unmeaning swarm, who fawned, and danced, 
nd played their tricks in envious rivalry^ 
[appy to draw from her one scornful smile. 

She loved him with a true and early love, 
nd with her tenderness there was a sense 
f awe, when on those magic eyes she gated, 
/^hich seemed to look on spirits, not on men* 
till, in her innocent cheerfulness, she sought 
'o lead him from his solitary haunts, 
nd throw bright smiles upon that shaded brow, 
nd lightsthat eye to rapture from its deep 
nd mute abstraction. So she laughed and sung, 
nd called him to the dance; *but with a gush 
If feeling irresistible, he stole 
jside and wept. Again he sought her ear, 
nd told her his fond tale. First she looked C0I4, 
jid o'er her forehead curled a playful frown; 
'hen suddenly, and with a few light words, 
he scornfully turned from him, and enjoyed 
'he moment of her triumph — ^it was short, 
'or with a firm, fixed look, in which were seen 
[ore thoughts of grief than anger, he drew back, 
jid casting one proud farewell glance, that told 
'here was no after hope, be turned away, 
nd soon was gone, an exile, none knew where. 

He wandered to another land, and found 
few friends, who sought to cheer him; but a weight 
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Hung on his heart, and would not be removed; 
The feeling of regret and iiyury, 
The love that will not perish, and the pride 
That quenches love, but does not make it hate; 
The fondness that will steal at times, and melt 
The heart to tears, and then the sudden pang 
Of long-remembered scorn, which freezes fast 
The fountain in its flow, and leaves the cold 
Dim glare of one, whose only hope is death* 

He was in happy regions, and the sky 
Above him was most beautiful; its blue 
Was higher and intenser, and it took 
The spirit on a journey into Heaven, 
And made it more than mortal: cool, soft gales 
Stole from a peaceful ocean, whose bright waves 
Rolled gently on to music, and they blew 
Through woven trellices of all-sweet flowers. 
And sported round long wreaths of festooned vines 
Hung with the gayest blossoms, and o'er beds, 
That breathed in mellowest airs of balm and myrrh. 
Music was in those bowers, and Beauty there 
Crowded in mystic dances, and their nights 
Were consecrated to the skilful sounds 
Of a most witching harmony, to choirs 
Such as once moved in Athens to the voice 
Of flutes and timbrels. Many an eye was bent 
Full on the noble stranger, and they sought 
To win his smile; but yet he would not smile, 
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For all his better thoughts were far away. 
And when he looked upon the lovely ones 
Around him, it recalled with keener sense. 
Her, who to him was lovelier, whom he loved, 
But would not in his bitterness forgive. 

When it was told her that the youth had fled. 
And fled in anger, then her look was changed, 
And never more her steps were in the danccj^ 
Nor were the cheerful sounds of her sweet voice 
Heard in the crowd of revellers. Alone 
She wept the folly which had thrown away 
The only treasure she had truly loved. 
And left her in the fairest of her days. 
The very spring-time of her loveliness. 
Only to think of what had been, and grieve. 



OTGHT WATCHING. 

'I 

SHE sat beside her lover, and her hand 
Rested upon his clay-cold forehead. Death 
Was calmly stealing o'er him, and his life 
Went out by silent flickerings, when his eye. 
Woke up from its dim lethargy, and cast 
Bright looks of fondness on her. He was weak, 
Too weak to utter aU his heart. His eye 
Was now his only language, and it spake 
How much he fek her kindness, and the lo^ 
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That sat, when all had fled, beside him. Night 
Was far upon its watches, and the voice 
Of Nature had no sound. The pure blue sky 
Was fair and lovely, and the many stars 
Looked down in tranquil beauty on an earth 
That smiled in sweetest summer. She looked out 
Through the raised window, and the sheet^ bay 
Lay in a quiet sleep below, and shone 
With the pale beam of midnight — air was still. 
And the white sail, that o'er the distant st)«am 
Moved with so slow a pace, it seemed at rest. 
Fixed in the glassy water, and with care 
Shunned the dark den of pestilence, and stole 
Fearfully from the tainted gale that breathed 
SofUy along the crisping wave — that sail 
Hung loosely on its yard, and as it flapped, 
Caught moving undulations from the light. 
That silkitly came down, and gave the hills, 
And spires, and walls, and roofs, a tint so pale, 
Death seemed on all the landscape — but so still, 
Who would have thought that any thing but peace 
And beauty had a dwelling there ! The world 
Had gone, and life was not within those walls, 
Only a few, who lingered faintly on. 
Waiting the moment of departure ; or 
Sat tending at their piUowS, with a love 
So strong it mastered fear — and they were (ew. 
And she was one^— and in a lonely bouse^ 
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Far from all sight and sound of living thing, 

She watched the couch of him she loved, and drew 

Contagion from the lips that were to her 

Still beautiful as roses, though so pale 

They seemed like a thin snow curl. All was still, 

And even so deeply hushed, the low, faint breath 

That trembling gasped away, came through the night 

As a loud sound of awe. She passed her hand 

Over those quivering lips, that ever grew 

Paler and colder, as the only sign 

To tell her life still lingered — it went out! 

And her heart sank within her, when the last 

Weak sigh of life was over, and the room 

Seemed like a vaulted sepulchre, so lone 

She dared not look around : and the light wind. 

That played among the leaves and flowers that grew 

Still freshly at her window, and waved back 

The curtain with a rustling sound, to her, % 

In her intense abstraction, seemed the voice 

Of a departed spirit. Then she heard. 

At least in fancy heard, a whisper breathe 

Close at her ear, and tell her all was done. 

And her fond loves were ended. She had watched 

Until her love grew manly, and she checked 

The tears that came to flow, and nerved her heart 

To the last solemn duty. With a hand 

That trembled not, she closed the fallen lid. 

And pressed the lips, and gave them one long kiss-— 
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Then de<5eiit]y spread over all a shroud ; 
And sitting with a look of lingering love 
Intense in tearless passion, rose at length, 
And pressing both her hands upon her brow, 
Crave loose to aH her gushing grief in showers, 
Which, as a fountain sealed till it had swelled 
To its last fulness, now gave way and flowed 
In a deep stream of sorrow. She grew calm. 
And parting back the curtains, looked abroad 
Upon the moonlight loveliness, all sunji 
lo one unbroken silence, save the moan 
From the lone room of death, or the dull sound 
Of the slow-moving hearse. The homes of men 
Were now all desolate, and darkness there, 
And solitude and rilence took their seat 
In the deserted streets, as if the wing 
Of a destroying angel had gone by, 
And blasted all existence, and had changed 
The gay, the busy, and the crowded n^art 
To one cold, speechless ci^ of tbe dead ! 



. FLEASITBES OF CHIlJ)HOOD, 

THERE is a middle place betweoi the strong 
And vigorous inteUect a Newton bad. 
And tbe wild ravings of insanity; ^ 
Where fancy sparkles with unwearied ligbti 
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Where memory's scope is booDdless, and the ftre 

Of passion kindles to a wasting flame, 

But will is weak, and judgment void of poiwer.. 

Such was the place I held; the brighter part 

Shone out, and caught the wonder of the great 

In tender childhood, while the weaker half 

Had all the feebleness of in&ncy. 

A thousand wildering reveries led astray 

My better reason^ and my unguarded soul 

Danced like a feather on the turbid sea 

Of its own wild and freakish phantaisies. 

At times the historic page would catch my eye. 

And rivet down my thoughts on ancient times, 

And mix them with the demigods of old. 

Again I girt my kiins to cross the waste 

Of burning Afric, and amid the wildi; 

Of Abyssinia seek tile modest sprhigs. 

Whence bubble out the waters of the Nile, 

The infancy of greatness — how I loved 

To ascend the pyramids, and in their womb 

Gaxe on the royal cenotaph, to sit 

Beneath thy ruined palaces and fanes, 

Balbec or princely Tadmor, though, th€ one 

Lurk like a hermit in the lonely vales 

Of Lebanon, and the waste wilderness 

Embrace the other — scouring witlr the wind, 

I swept the desert on the Arab steed. 

Or with the panting camel flew away. 
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There it an ecstacy m solitode, 

Amid tbe broken uni^ges of power. 

The serpent, owl and jackal make their home, 

Or in- the heart of ocean, or the sands 

Of Araby, or on the boundless plains 

Of central Asia, whence the savage Hun 

And Mogol ki devouring torrents rushed. 

Armed with the rifle, tdmahawk and bow, 

How oft I wandered through the solemn woods 

And tangled morasses of Florida, 

Or where the wave of Mississippi pours 

Its yet unsullied current o'er the steep 

Of Antony, and winds among the hills 

Of velvet verdure silently and slow. 

The philosophic page was my delight, 

To trace the workings of a hand unseen, 

In earth, in air, and ocean, and the wcf\4 

Of wonders, which the canopy of night 

Discloses twiokling on Jts ebon arch. 

These were my pleasures, and the, varied fonns 

Of animal and plant, the bhrd, who cuts 

With gliding wing ^e liquid air, the fly, 

That flutters o^er its parent pool a day. 

The polished shells that pave the snowy bed 

Of ocean, widb their mimy hues in &oft 

Accordance blended, like the ancient floor 

Wrought in Mosaic^ or the sprig and flower, 

That smile in vale and meadow bathed in dew. 
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These were at times my pleasures, bat at timeA 
The childish part prevailed. Along the stream^ 
That flowed iti summer's mildness o'er its bed 
Of rounded ^bbles, with its scanty wave 
I^circling many an islet, and its banks 
In bays and havens scooping, 1 would stray, 
And, dreaming, rear an empire on its shores. 
There cities rose, and palaces and towers 
Caught the first light of morning, there the fleet 
Lent all its snowy canvass to the wind, 
Apd bore with awful front against the foe; 
There armies marshalled their anray, and joined . 
In mimic slaughter, there the conquered fled — . 
I followed their retreat, until secure 
They found a refuge in their country's widls; 
The triumphs of the conqueror were mine. 
The bounds of fmpire widened, and the weaUh 
Tom from the helpless hands of humbled foes: 
There many a childish hour was spent, the world, 
That moved and fretted round me, had no power 
To draw me from my musings, but the dream 
Enthralled me till it seemed reality ; 
And when I woke^ I wondered that a brook 
Was babbling by, and a few rods of soil, 
Covered with scant herbs, the arena where 
Cities and empires^ fleets and armies rosei^ 
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VOYAGE OF LIFE. 

\ LAUNCHED my bark upon a waveless 8ea--« 
The mtorning glowed, the sun just risen shone 
kn daizBng light along the glassy plain, 
That seemed a golden mirror^ or as oft 
A transient zephyr ruffle it, a flood 
Of molten amber. How the purple sail, 
And bhie and crimson streamer wooed the wind. 
At times the bellying bosom of the sheet 
Received the rising gale, and onward bore 
The white ^d glittering prow, as through the wave 
It ploughed and heaved around the crested foam. 
Like snow-wreaths resting on a ground of gold. 
Again the rising sepbyr died away, 
The boundless idr was still, the canvass flapped 
And trembled on the yard, the streamers drooped, 
And fluttering waved around the mast-head, sea 
And air were motionless — the crystal flood 
Opened its awful depths beneath — so clear, 
The bark seemed hanging in the midway space 
Between the sky above and earth below : 
So still the elements, the briny drop^ 
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That trickled from the prow to meet the wave, 

Was heard distinctly, and the rippling shoal 

Of blue-finned mackerel, or the whispering flight 

Of the air-loving dweUer of the de^, 

Fell on my ear and woke me from my dreanlL 

So passed the bark of life o'er childhood's sea, 

But youth came on, and Mustering winds arose; 

Dark tempests gathered round, the howling blast 

Roared through the cordage, every wl was rent. 

The loosened helm gave way, and like the «teed 

Maddened with luxury, that flies the rein 

And hurries on to ruin, so the bark 

Ran wild before the tempest; now it rose 

The billowy mountain, in the yawning golph 

Now headlong plunged; the shriek was then unheard 

Amid the vaster tumult; then the night 

Of storms enwrapped m^, by the bursting £bam, 

The sparkling fire of ocean, or the flash, 

The harbinger of thunder, or the pale 

And baleful meteor of sickly green, 

That on the bowsprit led the way to death. 

Alone illumined. What a deafening roar 

From bursting billows, how the breaker's .voice, 

Conflicting with the sea-beat crag, arose 

And bellowed throilgfa the gloom; the seardog diere, 

Momited above his danger, howled and bayed; 

The dying whale dashed on the splintery rock, 

Groaned out his giant soul; the cormcNrant 
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Flq>ped big black ^vtngs aromd my head; ibe loon, 

Perched on the topmast, sent his baleful scream. 

Like the mad moanmgs of a tortared man. 

So raged the storm around me, tilt a light, 

Dimly discovered through the dariuies8,'diowed 

Where help might yet be foimd; a secret hand 

Then seemed to grasp the rudder, o'er the waves 

The bark right onward held its steady course j 

The tempest seemed to mitigate its rage, 

The thunders ceased, the clouds spread out their veil 

In thinner folds, and through a transient break • 

Sent a faint gleam of sunshine; from behind 

A gentle wuid blew steady; ip the west 

The golden sky shone out, a larger curve 

Of bri^^tness eveary instant opened, till 

The sun mveiled his face, and fiur away 

The tenqpest hurried o'er the mountain waves : 

It darkling flew, till on its bosom rote 

The many-coloured bow ; sereni^ 

Then filled the air, the white guU o'er me flew,, 

And the blue halcyon came and on the wave 

Ali^ted, hid its head beneath its wing, 

And slept as on a pillow; stiU the sea 

Lifted its broad green back, and seeaied to rock 

Its fury to repose; I neared the land. 

Blue hills first smiled, then sandy shores, like snow 

Bleached on the heavea«ward mountain, caught *my eye, 

Xhe lii^trhouia next, thai iri$k i$B warning fire, 
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Calk from the deep the wanderer to his home. 
The sun in cloudless majesty, as king 
Of nature, kindled ocean with.his rays, 
And made the land more lovely ; on I sailed, 
The haven spread its arms to call me in, 
And clasp me in iu bosom; there I steered. 
And casting anchor, where no storm can rage. 
Nor tempest rock me, on the peacefiil breast 
Of love eternal moored my bark forever. 



A PICTURE. 

ScxHX— 7^ Valley of the CaUkiU River north of the CatAiU 
Mouniaku. 

THE glories of a clouded moonljit night-* 
An union of wild mountwis, and dark storms 
Gathering around their summits, or in forms 
Majestic, moving far away in U^t, 
Like pillared snow, or spectres Wreathed in iSame--* 
Meanwhile, around the distant peaks a flow 
Of moonlight settles, seeming fit)m below. 
Above the mountain's rude gigantic fr^me, 
An island of the heart, a home of bright, 
Unsullied souls, who, clad in purest white. 
Their bosoms stainless as their manties, ^j 
Around the j^lded rocks, and snowy lawns, 
And asure groves, in choirs like bounding ftwiw 
Aromid the throne of some imperial fisiy-^ 
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Again the dark clouds brood below; tbeir fold 
A moment shrouds the momitsdn in dun shade. 
Like midnight blackness from a crater rolled, 
And iSashing, as the glimmeriBg of a Made 
Amid the wreaths of War-smoke, U^tnings quiver, 
And crackling bolts the oak's bent fas^anches sluver. 
And rumbling echoes from th9 hollow glens 
Roar, like the voiee of lions in their dens 
Awing the silent xlesert — ^then the cloud. 
Careering on the whirlwind, liiU its shroud 
From off yon soaring pinnacle, and sWleet, 
Soft moonlight there is sleeping, like the ray. 
Whose flas&es on a chequered fountain play 
Light as the twinkling glance of fairies' feet, 
Or brood in burnished brightness on the stream^ 
Or kiss the tufted bank of dewy flowers, 
As if consoling, in his boyish dream. 
Her shq>herd through her own stiU ma^c homw-^ 
Such is the brightness on those rocky towers; 
And rishig in an arch of double height. 
Soaring away beyond that cone, the sky 
Smiles to the harmonizing touch of light. 
Like the blue iris of a joyous eye-^ 
The moon is there in glory, and the stars 
Shrink fit)m her fuller splendour, and gsov dim 
Behind the veil of her effidgeace. Airs, 
As if from Eden breathing, blow; clouds swim. 
Foamlike and fleecy, round the landscape's brim; 
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And heaidng like a storra-swoln billow's crest, 

RoUs the wild tempest in the darkened west, 

Its flashes twinkling through the gloom, its peals 

Bellowing amid the purple glens; the rain, 

Scudding along the forest, bears the bow 

Wreathed round the flying storm-cloud, as it steals 

Stiller and stiUer throngn the night — the stain 

Of braided colours, in a softer glow, 

Bends o'er the foaming river its tall arch. 

As if the spirits of the air might march 

From mountain on to mountain, and look down. 

In triumph, firom the pictured circle's crown. 

On hamlets wrapped in slumber, meadows green (bo^ed 

And gemmed with rain-drops, woods, whose leaves are 

With the dissolving richness of the cloud. 

And brown brooks' flashing down th^ hills, and pouring 

Their tribute to the master stream, which ^eels 

Through the rude valley, foaming, tumbling, roaring, 

And on the lonely wanderer, friio. steals 

Abroad in silence to that echoing shore, , 

And gating on the mad wave, and the sky, 

Which arches o'er the universe on high. 

And on the flying cohoits of the storm 

Hiding their frowns behind a seraph's form, 

Wph soul subdued, and awed, enchanted eye 

Can only bow before them and adore. 
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SPIRIT OF FREEDOM. 

Spieit of Freedom! who .thy home hast made 
lb wilds and wastes, where wealth has never trod, 
Nor bowed her coward head before her god, 
The sordid deity of frandfiil trade ; 
Where powier has never reared his iron brow. 
And glared his glance of terror, nor has blown 
The maddening trump of bkttle, nor has flown 
His blood^thirst eagles; where no flatterers bow, 
And kiss the foot that spurns them; where no throne. 
Bright with the spoils from nations wrested, towers, * 
The idol of a slavish mob, who herd. 
Where largess feeds their sloth with golden showers. 
And thonsands hang upon one tyrtrnVs word — 

Spirit of Freedom! thou, who dwellest alone, 
Unblenched, unyielding, on the storm-beat shore, 
And findest a stirring music in its roar, 
And lookest abroad on earth and sea, thy own-* 
Far i||i| the city's noxious hold, thy foot. 
Fleet as the wild deer bounds, as if its breath 
Were but the rankest, foulest steam of death; 
Its soil were but the dunghill, where the tpot 
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Of every poisonous weed and baleftd tree 

Grew vigorously and deeply, till their shade 

Had choiied and killed each wholesome plant, and laid 

In rottenness the flower' of Libkrtt-^ 

Thou flyest to the desert, and its sands 
Becoipe thy welcome shelter, where the pure 
Wind giVes its freshness to thy roving bands, 
And languid weakness find» its only cure; 
Where few their wants, and bounded their desires, 
And life all spring and actloui they display 
Man's boldest flights, and highest, warmest fires, 
And beauty wears her loveliest array-—' 
Thou cKmbest the mountain's crag, and with the snows 
DweUest high above the slothful plains ; the rock 
Thy iron bedf the avalanche's shock 
Thou sternly breastestt hunger, cold and toil 
Harden thy steeled nerves, till the frosen soil, 
* The gnarled oak, the torrent, as it flows 
In thunder down its gulf, are not more rude, 
More hardy, more resistless, than thy force, 
When waked to madness in thy headlong coursei 
Thou rushest from thy wintry solitude, 
And sweepest frighted nations on thy path,. 
A whirlwind in the fory of thy wrath, . 
And with one curl of thy indignant frown, M^ 
Castest the pride of plumed warriors down, ^^ 
And bearest them onward, like the storm-filled Wave, 
la nungled r^m to their bloody grave* 
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Spieit of Freein>m! I would with tbee dwell. 
Whether on Afiric's sand, or Norway's crags. 
Or Kansa's prairies, for thou lovest them weU, 
And there thy boldtet daring never flags ; 
Or I would launch with thee li^ion the deep. 
And like the petrel make the wave my home, 
And careless as the sportive sea-bird roam; 
Or with the chamois on the Alp would leajt, 
And feel mysdf upon the snow-clad height, 
A portion €3f[ that undimmed flow of light. 
No mtst nor eloud can darkei^— O ! wi^i thee, 
Spirit of Freedom! deserts, mountains, storms, 
Would weai^ a glow of beauQr, and their forms 
Would sofWn into lovelmess, and be 
Dearest of earth, for there my soul is free. 

HOME. 

THERE is a spot, a quiet spot, which blooms 
On earth's cold, heartless desert. It hath power 
To give a sweetness to the darkest hour. 
As in the starless midpight, from the rose. 
Now dipped in dew, a sweeter perfume flows; 
And suddenly the wanderer's heart assumes 
New courage, and he keeps his course along, 
Cheeriog the darkness with a whispered soog: 
At every step a purer, fresher air 
Salutes him, and die winds of morning bear 
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Soft odours form the violet beds and vines; 
And thus he wandars, till the dftwning shfaMS 
Above the misty moimtains, and a hoe 
y Of vermeil blushes on the chradkss blue, 

Like health diqmrting On the downy cheek— 
It is time's fairest moment — as a dove 
Shading the earth with asure wings of love, 
The iiky broods o'er us, and the cool winds qpeak 
The peace of nature, and the waters fall. 
From lei^ to leap, more sweedy musical, 
And) from the cloudy bosom of the vale, 
Come, on the drij^g pinions of the gale, 
The simple melody of early birds 
Wooing their mates to love, the .low of herds, 
Add the faint bleating of the new-born lambs 
Pursuing, with light bounding step, thehr dams; 
Again the shephoxi's whistle, and the bark. 
That shrilly answers to bis call; and hark! 
As o'er the trees the golden rays ai:pear. 
Bursts the last joyous song of chanticleer. 
Who moves in stately pomp before his train. 
Till, from his emerald neck, ami burnished wings, 
The playfiil lig^t a dasiling beauty flings. 
As if th^ stars had lit their fires again— 
So sweetly to the wanderer o'er the pkdn, • 
The rose, the jessamine, and every flower. 
That spreads its leafets in the dewy hour. 
And catches in its bell, night's viewless rain. 
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In tempered balm their rich aroma ahower; ' 

And with thi< charm the morning on his eye, 

Look3 from her portals in the eastern sky. 

And throws her blushes o'er tfie sleeping eardi, 

And w^kes it to a 'fresh and lovely birth — 

O! such a charm adorns that fairest spot, 

Where noise and revelry disturb me not, 

But all the sj^ts that console me, come, 

And o'er me spread a peaceful canopy, 

And stand with messages of kindness by. 

And one sweet dove, with eyes that look me blessed, 

Sits brooding all. my treasures in her nest. 

Without one slightest wish the world to roam. 

Or leave me, and that quiet dwelling — ^home. 



THE DESERTED WIFE. 

HE comes not — ^I have watfhed the moon go down, 
But yet he comes not— Once it was not so. 
He thinks not bow these bitter tears do flow, 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 
Tet he will come, and chide, and I shall weep ; 
And he will wake iny infant from its sleep, 
To Mend its feeble wailing with my tears. 
O ! how I love a mother's watch to keep, 
Over those sleq>ing eyes, that snule, which cheers 
My heart, though sunk in sorrow, fixed and deep. 
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I had a husband once^ who loved me— 4iQfW 
He ever wears a firowa upon his brow, 
• And feeds his passion on a wanton's Up, 
Al bees, from laorel flowers, a poison sip ; 
But yet I cannot hate*— O ! there were hours. 
When I conld bang forever on Im eye, 
And time^ who stole with silent swiftness by. 
Strewed, as he harried on, his path with flowers* 
I loved him then— -he loved me too*-^My heart 
StiU finds its fondness kmdle, if he smile ; 
The memory of onr loves will ne'er depart ; 
And tfiongh be often sting me with a dart, 
Venomed and barbed, and waste iapon the vile 
Caresses, which his babe and mine should share ; 
Though he should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
His madness — and should sickness come, and lay 
Its paraljrsing hand upon him, then 
I would, with kindness, all my wrongs repay, 
Until the penitent shoold weep, and say. 
How iiyured, and how faithAil I had been. 



LOVB AT EYENINO. 

rr was the hour of moonlight — and the belb 
Had rung their curfew tones, and they were still ; 
The echo died around the distant hill. 
Sinking in fidnt and fainter &Us and fwell^ 
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Accordant with the fitful wied, that blew 
Over the new mown meadow, where the dew 
Stood twmkling on the closely shaven stemSi 
Glittering as 'twere a carpet sown with gems ; 
And from the winding ivter there arose 
A mist, that curled in volumed folds, und gave 
A snowy mantle to the stealing wave. 
Like that which iancy^ love-enchanted throws 
Over the form it doats on with a feeling 
Of most endeared fondness, blind to all. 
That is not light and loveliness, concealing 
■The tints of weakness with a darkest pall : 
And as the moon descending on the cloud, 
Gives it a rainbow livery, and hues 
All softness and all beauty, so imbues 
The fond eye of affection with all charms 
The image of its awe : and he is proud. 
Aye, prouder than the proudest, when his aims 
Around that form of loveliness are flung^ 
And when those melting eyes are on him hung. 
And when those Hps are moving in sweet tones, 
That tell, whatever the words be, that she owns 
No other for her love — ^and then the sigh 
Struggles within her bosom, and her eye 
b wet with ri^g tears, and then the smile 
Plays sweetly on her parting lips awhile, 
And then she hangs upon his arm, and tells. 
Her heart how happy—- and that fond heart swells 
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To gite iu feelings utterance, and she tings 

Sweetly, as when the lark at mornb^ springs 

From out a dewy thicket, and away 

Winnows his easy flight to meet the day } 

And thus their eyes are blended, and they gate 

A moment on each other, and then turn 

To where the countless fires of ether bum. 

And look from Heaven with soft and soodiing rays; 

A moment with uplifted brow they pour 

The swelfing current of devodon o'er, 

And then descending from that upward flight. 

Again their eyes in tender looks unite. 

Again they speak in under tones, as still 

As are the winds that rustle on the hill. 

Then side by side in links of fondness prest 

Steal silently unto their hallowed rest. 



SILENT she stood before me, in the lig^t 
And majesty of beauty; and her eye 
Was teeming with the visions of her soul — 
She stood before me in a veil of white. 
The image of her bosom's purity. 
And loveliness enveloped her, as bright. 
As when, at set of sun, the clouds unrol. 
Pavilioning the dusky throne of night. 
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There is a spirit in the kindling glance 
Of pure and lofty beauty, which doth quell 
Each darker passion; and, as heroes fell 
BeforeLtbe terror of Minerva's lance, 
So beauty, armed with virtue, bows the soul 
With a commanding, but a sweet control, 
Ifaking the heart all holiness and love. 
And lifting it to worlds that, shine above, 
Until subdued, we humbly bend before 
The idol of our worship to adore. 



STAR tf the pensive! <^ melancholy Star,'' 
That, fi>om the bosom of the deep ascending, 
Shines on the curling waves, like mourner bending 
Over the ruins pf the joys that were; 
Or lone deserted mother sweetly tending 
Her hushed babe in its cradle, often blending 
Her plaintive song and sigh repressed — sweet star] 
I love the eye tfiat looks on me so far 
From all this want, and wretchedne^ and wo, 
f'rom out that home of pure serenity 
Above the winds and clouds — ^When tempests blow. 
The sailor through the darkness looks to thee — 
Thou art the star of love, and fond hearts gaie 
With feeling awe upon thy trembling rays. 
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And dream that otbor eyes are resting there; 
And O! what light around the bosom plays, 
When dwelling on the beantifhl and fair. 
We think that eyes beloved those beauties share. 



'' O! there is a bliss in tears^-— in tears, that flow 
From out a heart, where tender feelings dweU, 
That heaveth, with involuntary swell 
Of joy or grief, for others' weal or wo— 
The highest pleasures fortune can bestow, 
The proudest deeds that victory can teU, 
The charms that beauty weaveth in her spdl, 
These holy, happy tears how far below: 
Tes, 1 would steal me from life's gaudy show, 
And seek a covert in a silent shade. 
And where the cheating lights of being glow. 
See glory after glory dimly fade, - 
And knowing all my brighter visions o'er. 
Deep in my bosom's core my sorrows lay, 
And thence the fountains of repentance pour. 
Gush after gush, in purer streams away. 
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VAUCLUSE. 

THE laurel throws its locks around tby grave 
As freshly, as when erst thoa lingered tfiere, 
And plucked the early flowers to crown thy hairi 
Or gathered cresses from the glassy wave, 
That winds through hills of olive, vine, and graiui 
Stealing away from Vaucluse' lonely dell. 
Now murmuring scantily, now in the swell 
Of April foaming onward to the plain — 
Laura! Thy consecrated bough is bright, 
As when thy Petrarch tuned his soft lute by, 
And lit his torch in that dissolving light. 
Which darted- from his only Sun — ^thine eye; 
Thy leaf is still as green, thy flower as gay, 
Thy berry of as deep a tint, as when 
Thou moved a Croddess in the walks of Men, 
And o'er thy poet held unbdunded sway — 
Methinks I hear, as from the hills descend 
The deepening shadows and the blue smoke curis, 
And waving forests with the light winds bend. 
And flows the brook in softer leaps and whirls— 
Methinks I hear that voice of love complainings 
Jn faint and broken accents, of his hours 
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Of lonely sorrow, and of thy disdaining 

And half averted glances, till the bowers 

Are pregnant widi the hymn, and every rose 

With fresher dew, as if in weepmg flows, 

Add every lily seems to wear a hue * 

Ofpaler tenderness, and deeper glows 

The piqk's carnation, and a pnrer blue 

Meks on the modest rosemary, the wind; 

Whispers a sw^ter echo, and the stream 

Spouts stiller from its well ; while from behind 

The snow-clad alpine summits roUs the moon. 

Careering onward to her cloudless noon. 

In fullest orb of silver, and her beam 

Casts o'er the vale long shadows from the pine, 

The rock, the spire, the castle, and away, 

Beyond thy towers, Avignon! proudly shine 

The broad Rhone's foaming channels, in their play 

Through green and willowed islands, while they sweqv 

Descepding on their bold, resistless way. 

And heaving high ^eir crest in wild array, 

With all a torrent's grsindeur to the deep. 

LIGHT OF LOVE. 

FAIR, as the first blown rote— but O ! as fleeting, 
Soft, as the down upon a cygnet's breast, 
Sweet, as the air, when gales and flowers are meetings 
Bright, as the jewel on a sultan's vest. 
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Dear, as the infant smiling when caressed. 
Mild, as the wind, at dawn in April, blowhig. 
Calm, as the innocent heart — and O ! as blest, 
Pure, as the spring from mountain granite flowing, 
Gray, as the tulip in its starred bed glowmg. 
As clouds, that curtain round the west at even, 
O^er earth a canopy of glory throwing. 
And heralditig the radiant path to heaven. 

Sweet, aS't)ie sound, when waves, in calm, retreatiagt 
Roll back, in gurgling ripples from the shore. 
When in the curling well still waters meeting. 
Clear, fit>m the spout, the moheil crystal pour; 
Sweet, as at distance heard the cascade's roar, 
Or ocean on the lone rock faintly dashing. 
Or dying thunders, when the storm is o'er, 
And dim seen lightnings far away are flashing; 
Sweet, as when spring is garlanding the trees, 
The birds in all the flush of life are singing. 
And as the light leaved twinkle in the breeze, 
The woods with melody and joy are ringing. 
When beds of mint and flowering fields of clover 
Are redolent of nature's balmiest store. 
And the cool wind, from rivers, hurries over 
And gathers sweets, that Hybla never bore. 

Fair, as the cldudless moon o'er night presiding. 
When earth, and sea, and air are hushed and still. 
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Along the burning dome of nature riding, 
Crowning witti liquid lustre rock and hill. 
Pencilling with her silver beam the rill, 
That o'er the wave-worn marble falling plays, 
Sheetuig with li^ the cascade, at the mill, 
And paving ocean with her tremulous rays. 
Through the closed lids of dewy violet* steafing. 
And gemming, with dear drops, the mead abd grove ; 
Such is the Ugfat, the native heart of feeling 
Throws round the stainless object of his love; 



FLOWER OF A SOUTHEBN GABDEN. 

FLOWER of a southern garden newly blowing, 
Fair as a lily bending on its stem, 
Whose curled and yellow locks, in ringlets flowing, 
Need not the lustre of a diadem ; 
Than all the wealth of Ind, a bright^ fS^^i 
Than all the pearls, that bud in Oman's sea, 
Than all the corals waving over them. 
Purer the living light that circles thee; 
And through thy tender cheek's tranqnur^cy 
The vermeil tint of life is lightly flushing, 
Or, at the faintest touch of modesty. 
In one deep crimson tide is wildly rushing; 
Like rose leaves, when the morning's biteath is brushing 
Away the seeds of pearl the night-clond shed, 
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So thy twin opening ^ps are purely blushing, 
Ripe with the softest dew and clearest red; 
Purer than crystal in its virgin bed, 
Than fountains bubbling in a,granite cave. 
Than sheeted snow, that wraps a mountain's head, 
Or lilies glancing through a stainless wave, 
Purer the snow^hat mantles o'er thy breast. 
And rests upon thy forehead — O ! with thee 
The hours might flit away so sweetly blest, 
That time would melt into eternity. 

Gro with me to the desert loneliness 
Of forest and of mountain-*we will share 
The joys, that only purify and bless. 
And make a paradise of feeling there ; 
And daily thou shall be more sweet and fair, 
And still shalt take a more celestial hue, 
Like spirits melting in the midway air. 
Till lost and blended in the arch of blue: 
Alone, not lonely, we will wander through % 

Thickets of blooming shrubs and mantling vines, 
Happy as bees amid the summer dew. 
Or song-birds, when the fresh spring morning shines | 
And when departing light shall wing its flight, 
And render back the gift that God has given. 
Be then to me a seraph form of light, 
And bear my fleeting soul away to Heav^. 
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ROSE OF MY HEART. 

ROSE of my heart! Vye raised for thee a bowecf 
For thee have bent the pliant oai^r round, 
For thee have carpeted with turf the groandi 
And trained a canopy to shield thy flower, 
So that the warmest sun can have no power 
To dry the dew from off thy leaf, and pale 
Thy living carmine, but a woven veil 
Of foil-green vines shall guard from heat and showar— - 
Rose of my heart! here, in this dim alcove, 
No worm shall nestle, and no wandering bee 
Shall suck thy sweets, no bHght shall wither thee, 
But thou shalt show the firedbest hue of love« 
Like the red stream, that from Adonis flowed, 
And made the snow camati<ni, thou shalt blush, 
And fays shall wander from their bright abode 
To flit enchanted ro«nd thy loaded bush. 
Bowed with thy fiytgrant burden, thou shalt bend 
Thy slender twigs and thorny brluiches low: 
Vermilion and the purest foam shall blend ; 
These shall be pale, and those in youth's first g^ow : 
Their tints shall form one sweetest harmony. 
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And on some leaves Ae cbmask shaU prevail. 
Whose colours melt, like the soft symphony 
Of flutes and voices in die distant dale. 
The bosom of that flower shall be as white, 
As hearts that love, and love alone, are pur?, 
Its tip shall blush, as beautiful and bright, 
As are the gayest streaks of dawning light, 
Or rubies set within a brimming ewer — 
Rose of my^heart! there thou shalt ever bloom, 
Safe in the shelt^ of my perfect love. 
And when they lay thee in the dark cold tomb, 
I'll find thee out a better bower above. 



THE QUEEN OF FLOWERS. 

I AM the light fimtastic queen of flowers;. 
I call the wind-rose ftom its bed of snow, . 
I pour upon the springing turf soft showers, 
I paint the buds of jasmine, when they blow, 
I give the violet leaf its tender blue, 
I (fip its cup in ai^'s unsullied tear*, 
So that it shines with richer glances, throughi 
Like beauty heightened by a maiden's fears; 
Around the elm's green arch I freely twine 
The wooing tradrili of the clftspiag viae, 
And when the vernal air is fresh with dew, 
And the new sward with drops bedighted o'er. 
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I lend the butter-cap its golden hue, 

That glitters like a leaf of niolten ore; 

r dress the lily in its veil of lawn 

Whiter than foam upon the crested wave. 

Pure as the spirit parted from its grave. 

When every stain, that earth had left, is gone, 

Shining beneath the mellow sun of May, 

Like pearls fresh-gathered firom their glossy shells. 

Or tints, that on the pigeon's plumage play. 

When filled with love his tender bosom swells; 

I throw Aurora o'er the cup of gold. 

The tulip lifls to catch the tears of Heaven, 

Gay as the cloud, whose ever-changing fold 

Heralds the dawn, and proudly curtains even; 

I take the rainbow, as it glides away 

To mingle with the pure unshaded sky. 

And melting in one drop its bright array, 

I pour it in the crown-imperial's eye; 

I weave the silken fringe, that, as a vest. 

Mantles the^I^tir de lji$ in glossy down, 

I scatter gold spots on its open breast, 

And lift in slender points of blue its crown : 

I am the light fantastic queen of flowers, 

My bed is in the bosom of a rose. 

And there I sweetly dream the moon-light hours. 

While vermeil curtains round my pillow close* 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE AIR. 

I AM the spirit of the viewless air, 
Upon the rolling clonds I plant my throne, 
I move serenely, When the fleet winds betr 
My palace in its ffight, from lone to zone; * 
High on the momitain top I sit alone, 
Shrou<fing behind a veil of night my form, 
And when the trumpet of assault hfts blown, 
Career upon the pinions of the storm; 
By me the gales of morning sweetly blow, 
Waving, along the bank, the bending flowers; 
T is at my touch, the clouds dissolving flow. 
When flitting o'er the sky, in silent showers; 
I send the breeze to play among the bowers, 
And curl the light-green ripples on the lake ; 
I call the sea-wind in die sultry hours, 
And all his train of gentle airs awake; 
I lead the zephyr on the dewy lawn 
To gather up the pearls that speck it o'er. 
And when the coolness of the night has gone, 
I 80[id it, where the willows crown the shore; 
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I sit widlin tbe circle of the moon. 

When the fur planet smiles, and brightly throws 

Around the radiance of her clearest noon. 

Till every cloud, that passes by her, glows, 

When folds of fleecy vapour hang the sky. 

Borne on the night-wind through the silent air, 

And as they float, the stars seem rushing by, 

And the moon glides away in gloiy there; 

I lead the wild fowl, when his untried wing 

Boldly ascends die vernal arch of bhie, 

Before him oft his airy path I fling* 

A magic light, diat safely guides him through; 

When lost in distant base, I send his cry, 

Floating in mellow tones along the wind. 

Then like a speck of Ught be hurries by. 

And hills, and woods, and lakes are left behind: 

When clouds are gathering, or wbai whirlwinds blow. 

When Heaven is dark with storms, or brightly fiur, 

Where'er the viewless waves of ether flow, 

Calm, or in tempest rolling, I am there. 

CATANIA- 
CATANIA ! on thy famed and classic shore 
I long to plant my foot, and stand between 
A paradise, all blooming, gay and green. 
And thy earth-circled ocean's gentle roar. 
Along whose peaceful waves the sim-beams pour. 
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From stainless skies^ deep amber, and imbue 

The ruffled waters with an iris hue, 

Like torch-light sparkling in a vault of oi« — 

And turning I behold thy fields of grain 

Waving in yellow floods o'er vale and plain. 

And meadows mantled in a waste of flowers, 

And hills whereon the golden orange glows. 

And purpling with the ripe vines nectared bowers, 

And breathing with the myrtle and the rose ; 

And higher still, flame-crested Etna towering, 

A belt of giant oak and chesnut waves 

In gloomy verdure, Eke the cyp^s louring 

With shade of solenm night o'er eastern graves ; 

And loftier, in its virgin robe of white. 

The snow-cap, pillowed on the cloudless sky, 

Seems like a floating column of purc^ light. 

And round its pointed cone dark volumes lie 

Rolled firom the volcan's jaws, and sheets of flame 

Dart on their path to Heaven, and flowing o'er 

The glowing torrent rolls its flashing stream. 

And firom the mountain's womb comes forth a sullen roar. 
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SONNETS. 

I STAND upon the mouotains, 'mid a sea 
Of rocks, and woods, and waters, vales and plains, 
Where smiling freedom clad in russet reigns, 
Beneath a cloudless, deep-blue canopy, 
Whereon, in sovereign pomp and majesty, 
The lord of day ^iscends his noontide throne, 
And looks o'er all, himself unviewed alone, 
Such is the burning brightness of his eye ; 
And here with upward breast, and daring wing, 
And glance, that dwells undassled on the blase. 
And finds its home in those unclouded rays. 
From off these rocky battlements I spring, 
And soaring to a more etherial height, 
My pinions lift me on to Heaven's own world of li^t. 



MONARCH of mountains ! whose serenest brow, 
O'er clouds and storms uplifted, courts the sky, 
And gazes on the all-pervading eye. 
To which, in heartfelt awe, wide nations bow, 
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As Him, firoTD whom their life and being flow— ^ 

Monarch of mountains ! at thy feet I lay 

The tribute of my wonder, tmd there pay 

The homage of a soul, to whom the bow 

Of glory, that encircles thee, when night 

Comes on in iris-splendour, and thy height 

Glows with unnumbered hues and seems on fire, 

And o'er thy pure snows rolls a wave of light-^- 

To whom these glories are a high delight, 

An inspiration and a deep desire, 

And would be Heaven; could I but hear an angel's lyre. 



MY country — at the sound of that dear name 
tThe wanderer's heart awakens, nerved and bold } 
Before him stand the deeds and days- of old, 
The tombs of ages, and the rolls of fame 
Sculptured on columns, where the living flame 
Of Freedom lights anew its fading ray, 

And glows in emulation of that day, 1 

When on their foes they stamped the brand of shame : « 

Tes, at the thought of these bright trophies leaps 
The spirit in his bosom, and he turns 
His longing eye to where his parent sleeps, 
And high on rocks his country's beacon bums ; 
And though the world be gayest, and sweet form» 
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Of lov^ ftiid beftoty call bim, be would fly, 
And walk delighted in her mountain storms^ 
And man his tool with Valour at ber cry, 
And in the fiercest shock o( battle die. 



NOW to my task-^be firm — the work requires 
Cool reason, deep reflection — and the glow 
Of heart, that pours itself in restless flow, 
Must sleep, and fancy quench ber beaming fires, 
And all my longings, hopes, and wild desires 
Must seek their slumberous pillow and be still ; 
But energy must mantle o'er my will. 
And give the patient toil that never tkes : 
For Nature s^Mids before me, and invites 
My spirit to her sanctuary, and draws 
Aside her pictured veil, fi^m where she writes 
In living Jeteers her eternal laws ; 
And as I stand amid the countless wheels, 
That roll the car of being on its way, 
A deep serene my silent bosom foels^ 
I seem a portion of the viewless ray. 
And o'er me flows the ligbt of pure, unfading day. 
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COME forth, fair waters, from the clasMc spring, 
And let me quaff your nectar, that my soul 
May lift itself upon a bolder wing, 
And spurn awhile this being's base control. 
How many a cup of inspiration stole 
The bards from out thy s[larkling well, and sung 
Strains high, and worthy of the kindling bowl, 
Till all Aonia and Hesperia rung. — 
And on the green^isles of the ocean sprang 
A wilder race of minstrels, like the storm. 
Which beats their rocky bulwarks; there they stnmg 
A louder harp, and showed a prouder form; 
And sending o'er the sea their song, otir shore 
, Shall catch the sound, and silent sleep no more. 



FAREWELL, sad flowers, that on a desert blow, 
Farewell ! I plucked you from the Muses' bower, 
And wove you in a garland, which an hour 
Might on my aching eye enchantment throw— 
Your Teaves are pale and withered, and your flow 
Of perftime wasted, your alluring power 
Has vanished like the fleeting April shower; 
T90 lovely flowers to spread your leaves below- 
Sweet flowers! though withered, all the joy I know, 
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Is, when I breathe your balm, your wreathe intwine; 
And earth can only this delight bestow, 
That somettnies all your loveliness is mine; 
And then my froien heart awhile will ^ow, 
And life have moments, in its path, divine! 



WOULD I were but a spirit, veiled in light, 
Wafted by wiitds of {ieaven, from flower to flower, 
Catching, from bending blades, the crystal shower, 
When earth, impearled, awakened new and bright; 
Would 1 were set to guide some rolling sphere. 
Amid the glories o( eternal day. 
Hymning aloud a sweet celestial lay. 
That immortality alone can hear; ^ 
Would I were but the messenger of love. 
To bear, from soul to kindred soul, the sigh. 
To kiss the tears that faU from beauty's eye,* 
And watch the ring-dove in the lonely grove; 
Then sounds of melody might ever flow 
From lips, that with the fire of feeling glow. 
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AN ODE TO MUSIC. 

'£mn vM^iMy Mvr«i, *§X9ft0m ^tfutnf l;^«r«4. 

Illad,a2.. 

!.« 

DESCEND, and with thy breath inspire my soul; 
Descend, and o'er my lyre 
Diffuse thy living fire; 

Oh ! bid its chords a strain of grandeur roll : * 
Touched b^ thy hand their trembling accents ring ; 
Borne on thy sounding pinions through the sky, 
To Heaven the notes in burning ardour spring, 
And as the tones in softened whispers die, 
Love seems to flutter round on his Aurora-wing, 

n. 

Oh ! Muse, who erst in Tempers flowery vale 
Wert wont to tune thy harp and breathe thy soul, 
And o'er Peneus pour thy dying wail ; 
Who, when loud roaring thunders rocked the pole. 
Burst from the dell and 'mid the growling storm 
* Involved in lurid gloom thy shining form ; 
And while the tempest o'er Olympus frowned. 
And lightnings glittered round the throne of Jove, 
Thy lyre, with hurried notes and awful sound, (grove. 
Seemed like the voice that rung through dark Dodona's 
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m. 

Reclined amid the woods that waved around 
Casialia's crystal fount and murmuring stream. 
While ever blooming flowerets decked the ground. 
And brightened in the summer's softened beam. 
Thy virgins nine, with lyres of burnished gold, 
Around thy Sylvan throne their descant rolled. 
And through the mountain glen — the pensive shade, 
A mellow echo would the strain prolong, 
And as around the hollow cliflb it played, (song. 

A thousand heavenly harps seemed answering to the 

IV. 
Urania, o*er her star-bespangled lyre. 
With touch of majesty diflfused her soul; 
A thousand tones, that in. the breast inspire 
Exalted feelings, o'er the \^ire8 'gan roll — 
She sang of night that clothed the infant world. 
In strains as solemn as its dark profound — 
How at the call of Jove the mist unfurled, 
And o'er the swelling vault — ^the glowing sky. 
The new-|)om stars hung out their lamps on high. 
And rolled their mighty orbs to music's sweetest sound. 

V. 
Majestic Clio touched her silver wire. 
And through time's lengthened vista moved a train, 
In dignity sublime ; — the patriot's fire 
Kindled its torch in heaven's resplendent ray. 
And 'mid contention rose to Heaven again. 
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In brightness glowing like the orb of day, 
The warrior drove his chariot o'er the slain, 
And dyed its wheels in gore ;— the battle's yeU, 
The dying groan, the shout of victory—^ 
Now like the tempest-gust in horror swell, 
Nov^ like the sighing breese in silence melt away. 

VI. 
But when Erato brushed her flowery lute, 
What strains of sweetness whispered in the wind ! 
Soft as at evening when the shepherd's flute 
To tones of melting love alone resigned. 
Breathes through the windings of the silent vale; 
Complaining accents tremble on the gale, 
Or" notes of ecstucy serenely roll. 
So when the smiling muse of Cupid sung, 
. Her melody sighed out the sorrowing soul. 
Or o'er her silken chords sweet notes of gladness rung. 

VII. 
But oh Melpomene ! thy lyre of wo— 
To what a mournful pitch its keys were strung, 
And when thou badest its tones of sorrow flow, 
Each weeping Muse, enamoured, o'er thee hung: 
How sweet—- how heavenly sweet, when faintly rose - 
The song of grief, and at its dying close 
The soul seemed melting in the trembling breast ; 
The eye in dews of pity flowed away. 
And every heart, by sorrow's load opprest, 
To infant si^ess sunk, as breathed thy Qoumftd lay. 
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But when, CalKope, thy loud harp rmng^-* - 
In Epic grandeur rose the lofty strain ; 
The clash of arms, the trumpet's awfiil clang 
Mixed with the roar of conflict on the plain ; 
The ardent warrior bade his coursers wheel, 
Trampling in «lu8t the feeble and the brave, 
Destruction flashed upon his glittering steel, 
While round his brow encrimsoned laurels waved. 
And o'er him. shrilly shrieked the d^mon of the grave. 

IX. 
Euterpe glanced her fingers o'er her lute, 
And lightly waked it to a cheerful strain, 
Then laid it by, and took the mellow flute, * 

Whose softly flowing warble filled the plain : 
It was a lay that roused the drooping soul, 
And bade the tear of sorrow cease to flow } * 
From shady woods the Nymphs enchanted stole. 
While laughing Cupids bent the silver bow, 
Fluttering like fays that flit in Luna's softened glow. 

X. 
The rage of Pindar filled the sounding air, 
As Polyhymnia tried her skill divine ; 
The shaggy lion roused him firom his lair. 
And bade his blood-stained eyes in fury shine ; 
The famished eagle poised his waving wings. 
Whetting his thirsty beak — while murder rose, 
With hand that grasps a dirk, with eye that glows 
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In gloomy madness o'er tbe throne of kings. 

And, as she bade her tones of horror swell. 

The demon shook his steel with w3d exulting yelL 

XL 
How I]^ the strain when, decked in vernal bloom, 
Thalia tuned her lyre of melody. 
And when Terpnchore, wkh iris-flume, 
Bade o'^ her lute her rdfiy fingers fly ; 
7 was pleasure all — tbe fawns in mingled choirs, 
Glanced on the willing nymphs their wanton fires, 
Joy shook his gKttering pinions as he flew ; 
The shout of rapture and the song of bliss. 
The sportive titter and the melting kiss, 
All blended with the smile, that shone like early dew. 

XIL 
Tlieir mu^c ceased — and rising from thy dicone, 
Thou took'st thy harp that on the laurel hung, 
And bending o'er its chords to try their lone, 
A faintly trembling muroMir jD'er them rung : 
At each sweet sound that broke upon tbe ear, ^ 
Started tbe listening throng, and gazed and smiled ; 
The satyr leaning on his ivy spear, 
Peeped forth delighted fi'om the flowery wild* 
And, while thou tunedst tbe keys, the raptured soul 
Hung -o'er the flying tones that on the %efbyx$ stole* 

xin. 

This prelude o'er, a solemn strain arose, 
As strayed thy fingers slowly o'er the wire ; 
. 36 
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How grand the diapason — and its close, 
As when to Heaven the organ notes aspire^ 
And through the gloomy aisle, the lofty nave. 
Swell out the anthem pealing o'er the gravel- 
Low muttering thunders seemed to roar aroundj 
And rising whirlwinds whispered in the ear; 
The warrior started at the solemn sound, 
Half drew his sword and slowly shook his spear ; 
The tiger couched and gazed with burning eye, 
In horror growled, and lashed hb waving tail ; 
The serpent rustled like the dying gale, 
And bade his tongue in purple ardour fly. 
Quivering like lurid flames beneath the midnight sky. 

XIV. 
The fury of the storm is howling by, 
The whirlwinds rush, the bursting thunders roll. 
Grim horror settles o'er the lowering sky. 
And ruin flashes on the shuddering soul : 
So burst with sudden swell thy awful strain, 
And every blast of war was on the gale ; 
The maddening warriors mingled on the plain, 
Loud rose the yell, and rang the clanging mail ; 
The victor's dripping chariot crushed the slain; 
The raging tiger with terrific roar 
Sprang on his prey, and dyed his claws in gore ; 
Rising on spires that shone with varied hue — 
Bright crimson, burnished gold, and livid blue, 
The serpent hissing in his burning ire. 
Glanced on his flying foe, and fixed his tooth of fire. 
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XV. 

Struck by thy bounding quill, a mellow lay 

Rang o'er the harp and softly died away : 

As poured the descant in the warrior's ear. 

The roar of conflict ceased along the plain, 

The foes exulting trampled on the slsdn, 

And shook in mingled dance the glimmering spear ; 

In listless ease reclined, the tiger lay, 

And fondly sported with his bleeding prey ; 

At times the serpent waved his quivering tail, 

Then coiled his folds and all to peace resigned, 

Listened the strain that sported in the wind, 

And hissed bis pleasure, shriU as sounds the infant's wail. 

XVI. 
At last a murmur trembled on the lyre, 
Soft as the dirge that echoes oVr the bier : 
Robbed of his spirit bold, his daring fire— 
The vanquished warrior dropped a tender tear, 
Leant on his bloody sword and breathed a sigh ^ 
And as the tiger spread his claws of gold, 
Fawned i%und thy form and purred 1^ ecstacy-*- 
His emerald eyes in languid softness rolled ; 
The serpent falling gently ft'om his spire, 
Glided with easy sweep along the plain. 
In graceful windings wantoned round thy l}nre. 
And kissed the trembling chord that breathed the soothe 
ing strain. 
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HARK ! the Judgment trump has blown I 
How It rolls along the air ! 
Time and Hope forever flown, 
Sinners for your doom prepare. 

Slowly o'er the lurid sky 
Rolls a dark terrific storm, 
Showing to the startled eye 
On its skirts a giant form. 

Hark ! the rattling hail descends, 
See ! the forky lightnings glow, * 
As that form in anger bends, 
Frowning on the world below. 

Riding on the whirlwind's wing, 
Canopied in clouds he flies; 
With his voice the mountains ring, 
With his presence glow the skies. 
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Eardiquakes roar and rock the ground. 
Tyrants bow before his rod, 
Nations tremble at the sound, 
When they hear the voice of God. 






Lo } the Go d h e comes in wrath- 
Vengeance drives his iron car, 
Lightnings pave his flaming path, 
As he hurries to the war. 

** I have waited long and spared 
Ingrates, on my bounty fed— - 
Now my red right arm is barf)ed, 
Now your day of hope is fled« 

I have bid my sun to shine, 
I have bid my dews to fall, 
I have sent my love divine— 
You have spumed and wasted all. 

Now the day of trial o'er, 
I my fatal shaft let fly; 
Mercy can endure no more- 
Time must end and you must die.'' 

Ripe with sin the harvest bends-— 
See ! the mighty reaper stand, 
There his burning sc3rthe he sends 
And with Aory sweeps the land. • 
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See! the fields and forests glow, 
See! the mounting flame aspire, 
Hark! the sinner's yell of wo. 
Gasping in a world of fire. 

Helpless wretches! whither fly f 
In what den a shelter find ? 
See ! the blasting bolt is nigh, 
Flame before, and Wrath behind. 

Like the chaff by whirlwinds driven, 
Like the earthquake-shattered rock, 
Like the oak by tempest riven, 
Tom and splintered with the shock; 

So they fly, a quivering throng. 
Urged, by shame, despair and fear; 
Hurried by the sword along. 
Flashing, falling on their rear. 

Hear the crackling whirlwind roar; 
Sheets of flame ascend the sky; 
Now the feeble cry is o'er. 
Quenched in dark eternity. 

Now the hills and mountains melt, 
Rocks in flashing torrents run. 
To earth's heart the rage is felt — 
N«w Che work of wrath is done. 
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Curling like a lettered scroll, 
Crisped and crackling in the flame. 
Now Heaven's vaulted arches roll 3 
Falls the universal frame. 

Now the circ]bg blue has fled, 

Suns wax faint and stars grow dim, 

Heaven and earth away have sped, ^ 

Time's' last trump their dyingJiymn. ^ 

Matter now has ceased to be. 

All is pure ethereal light; 

Saints, from all that bound them free, 

To the empyrean wing their flight. 

In that fount their beings blend. 
All their thoughts their views the same; 
See ! creation's essence end 
In one flood of viewless flame. 



A TREBUTE TO THE BHAVE. 

THOUGH furled be the banner of blood on the plain, 
And rusted the sabre once crimsoned with gore; 
Though hushed be the ravens that croaked o'er the slain, 
And calmed into silence the battle's loud roar; 
Though Peace with her rosy smile gladden the vales, 
And commerce unshackled dance over the wave; 
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Though music and song may enliven the gales, 
And Joy crown with roses and myrtle the brave; 
Like spirits that start from the sleep of the dead, 
Our heroes shall rouse— when the lanun shall blow; 
Then Freedom's broad flag on the wind shall be ^read, 
And Valour's sword flash in the face of the foe. 
Our Eagle shall rise 'mid the whirlwinds of war, 
And dart through the dun-cloud of battle fab eye— 
^ Shall spread his^wide wings on the tempest afar 

O'er spirits of valour that conquer or die. 
And ne'er shall the rage of the conflict be o'ar, 
And ne'er shall the warm blood of life cease to flow, 
And still 'mid the smoke of Ae battle shall soar 
Our Eagle — ^till scattered and fled be the foe. 
When peace shall disarm war's dark brow of its frown, 
And roses shall bloom on the soldier's rude grave — 
Then Honour shall weave of the laurel a crown, 
That Beauty shall bind on the brow of the brave. 



LIBEBTY TO ATHENS. 

THE flag of freedom floats once more 
Around the lofty Parthenon ; 
It waveg^ as waved the pabn of yore. 
In days departed long and gone; 
As bright a glory, from the skies, 
Pours doWn iti| light around those towers, 
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And once again the Greeks arise, 
As in their country's nobkst houri ; 
Their swords are girt in virtue's cause, 
Minerva's sacred hill is free — 
O ! may she keep her equal laws, 
While man shall live, and. time shall be. 

The pride of all her shrines went down ; 
The Goth, the Frank, the Turk, had reft 
The laurel from her civic crown; 
Her helm by many a sword was cleft: 
She lay among her ruins low — 
Where grew the palm, the cypress rose, 
Apd crushed and bruised by many a blow, 
She cowered beneath her savage foes; 
But now again she springs from earth, 
Her loud, awakening trumpet speaks; 
She rises in a brighter birth, 
And sounds redemption to the Greeks, 

It is the classic jubilee — 
Their servile years have rolled away; 
The clouds that hovered o'er them flee. 
They hail the dawn of freedom's day; 
From Heaven the golden light descends^ 
The times of old are on die wing. 
And glory there her pinion bends, 
And beauty wakes a fairer spring; 
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The hills of Greece, her roclu, her wmvei^ 
Are all in triumph's pomp arrayed; 
A light that points their tyranu' graves^ 
Plays romid each bold Athenian's blade» 

The Parthenon, the sacred shrine, 
Where wisdom held her pore abode : 
The hill of Mars, where light divine 
Proclaimed the true, but unknown Grod; 
Where justice held unyielding sway, 
And trampled all corruption down, 
And onward took her lofty wi^ 
To reach at truth's un&ding crown: 
The rock, where liberty was fbU, 
Where eloquence her torrents rolled. 
And loud, against the despot's rule, 
A knell the patriot's fury tolled : 
The stage, whereon the drama spake, 
In tones, that seemed the words of Heaven, 
Which made the wretch in terror shake, 
As by avenging furies driven : 
The groves and gardens, where the fire 
Of wisdom, as a fountain, burned, 
And every eye, that dared aspire 
To truth, has long in worship turned: 
The halls and porticoes, where trod 
The moral sage, severe, nnstained, 
And where the intellectual God 
In all the light of science reigned: 
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The schools, where rose in symmetry 
The simple, but majestic pile, 
Where marble threw its roughness by, 
To glow, to frown, to weep, to smile. 
Where colours made the canvas live. 
Where music rolled her flood along. 
And all the charms, that art can give. 
Were blent with beauty, love, and song: 
The port, from whose capacious womb 
Her navies took their conquering road. 
The heralds of an awfbl doom 
To all, who would not kiss her rod: 
On these a dawn of glory springs. 
These trophies of her brightest fame; 
Away the long-chained city flings 
Her weeds, her shackles, and her shame ; 
Again her ancient souls aWake, "^ 

Harmodius bares anew his sword; 
Her s<nis in wrath their fetters break. 
And freedom is dieir only lord. 
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IN Callimachi's halls are met 
The chieftaiuB of a noble Ibe; 
The father's spirit lingers yet, 
To aid them in their high design; 
The spirit, that, in ancient days, 
Called forth the boldest Spartan band. 
With their own shields and breasts to raise 
A living bulwark round their land. 

The sound, that erst in Hellas rang, 
When war his brazen trumpet blew, 
When shields returned the hollow clang, 
And ready feet to battle flew; 
That sound in Sparta's vale is raised; 
The Turkish bar and bolt are riven; 
The fire, that erst on (Eta blazed. 
In bolder eddies curls to Heaven. 



* So it WM written in the first accoimU of the Pdoponnetiui Sen- 
ate. The true name it Calamata. I prefer the name in ttie text. Ft 
hat in it an omen. K<cx« Mmx" (g^oriwtM victorj.) 
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That flame o'er Spartan valouc burned/ 
The brave three^huiidred's funeral pyre ! 
Though now in Grecian earth inumed. 
Their fame shaO Grecian hearts inspire ; 
It biases on the sacred rock, 
It flashes o'er the hallowed glen ; 
Advance ye Greeks ! and breast the shock, 
And show the world, ye still are men. 

The sons of sires, who knew no fear^ - 
When threatening foemen scaled their walls, 
The light shall see, the sound shall hear, 
And throng to Callimachi's haUs : 
The altar of their country bums ; 
They pledge their oath to liberty ; 
Their fathers answer from their urns, 
*^ Be like us, sons, add ye are free." 

On old Mesame's soil are met 
The sons of Aristomenes ; 
Your ancient wrongs and feuds forget 
In wrongs so foul, so deep, as these : 
A new Aristodemus flings 
His iron gauntlet on the foe ; 
At once, a nation's valour springs 
To deal the liberating blow. 

Who would not glow in such a cause f 
Wbo--HQot exult in such a name f 
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Blest be the sword, each Maynote draws 
To lop away his bonds and shame : 
The fire is kindled in his soul ; 
The spirit flashes in his eye ; 
A nation's blended voices roll 
The vow of freedom to the sky. 

Leap from your tombs» ye men, who stood 

At Pylae, and at Marathon; 

The sire shall find his boiling blood 

Throb in the bosom of his son : 

Haste demi-gods ! with shield and spear. 

And hover o'er the coming fight ; 

O ! let the rocks of Sparta hear 

The gathering word, " Unite ! unite !** 



THE GREEK EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

NOW launch the boat upon the wave — 
The wind is blowing off the shore — 
I will not live, a cowering slave, 
In these polluted islands, more-— 
Beyond the wild, dark-heaving sea, 
There is a better home for me. 

The wind is blowing ofl* the shore, 
And out to sea the streamers fly — 
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My music is the dasiung roar 

My canopy the stainless sliy— 

It bends above so fair a blue, 

That Heaven seems opening on my view. 

I will not live, a cowering slave^ 
Though all the charms of life may shine 
Around me, and the land, the wave, 
And sky be drawn in tints divine — 
Give lowering skies and rocks to me, 
If there my spirit can be free. 

Sweeter, than spicy gales, that blow 
'From orange groves with wooing breath, 
The winds may from these islands flow-^ 
But 'tis an atmosphere of death; 
The lotus, #hich transformed the brave 
And haughty to a willing slave. 

Softer, than Minder's winding stream. 
The wave may ripple on this coast; 
And brighter, than the morning beam, 
In golden swell, be round it tost — 
Give me a rude and stormy shore, 
So power can never threat me more. 

Brighter than all the tales, they tell 
Of eastern pomp and pageantry, 
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Our sunset skies in glory swell. 
Hung round with glowing tapestry** 
The horrors of a wintry storm 
Swell brighter o'er a freeman's form. 

The spring may here with autumn twine, 
And both combined may rule the year, 
And fresh-blown flowers and racy wine 
In frosted clusters still be near — 
Dearer the wild and snowy hills, 
Where hale and ruddy freedom smiles. 

Beyond the wild, dark-heaving sea, 

And ocean's stormy vastness o'er, 

There is a better home for me, 

A welcomer and dearer shore; 

There hands, and hearts, and souk, are twined^ 

And free the man, and free the mind. 



ODE TO FREEDOM. 

SPIRIT of the days of old! 
Ere the generous heart grew cold; 
When the pulse of life was strong. 
And the breath of vengeance long; 
When, with jealous sense, the heart 
Felt the least indignant smart; 
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When, alive at every pore, 
Honour no injustice bore, 
But, like lions on their prey. 
Sprang and washed the stain away; 
When the patriot's blood was shed 
At the shrine, where valour bled; 
When the bard, with kindling song, 
Roused them to avenge their wrong; 
When the thought of insult, deep 
In the heart, could never sleep. 
But, thou^ cherished many a day. 
Still, at last, it burst its way, 
Rolling with impetuous tide, 
Tm the foeman crouched or died. 

Spirit of the days of yore! 
When the lofty hero bore. 
On his brow, and on his crest. 
Signs of thought, that could not rest; 
When the eager, active soul 
Spumed, and broke through all control, 
Nature was his only rule, 
Feeling taught hi3 only school; 
When his vigorous frame was nursed, 
By no arts, that poison, cursed; 
When his heart was firm to will, 
And hiaihand was strong to kill; 
When he sternly struggled through 
All, that he resolved to do; 
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When he recked not, if his path 
Smiled in peace, or frowned in wrath; 
When he started at the call, 
Country gave and left his all, 
Onward trod to front the foe, 
Nerved to deal the deadly blow; 
When the fight, to him, was play; 
When he cared not, if his way 
Led to victory, or the grave — 
Either fate becomes the brave: 
Days of strength gigantic! fled, 
Valour sleeps, and fame is dead. 

Spirit of the bold and free! 
Mountain breath of liberty; 
Parent of a hardy breed. 
Fiery as the Arab steed; 
Master of the mighty charm; 
Knitter of the brawny arm, 
Of the knee that cannot kneel, 
Heart of oak, and nerve of steel; 
Ruler of the craggy wild; 
On a throne of granite piled, 
Like a ^ant, altar thou 
Biddest all, who love thee, bow, 
Bend the neck, and fold the knee, 
To no conqueror, but thee; 
In that hold thou bidst them widl» 
Till some proud, ambitious state. 



Digitized by 



Google 



pxroival's Foanft. 397 

Marcho^ in the pmiip of war. 
Spread Us flannthg baimer fiur. 
And whfa liiigh and threatening brealk, 
Call to slavery, or ifoath; 
Then thou bidst.tbem giffd the brand. 
Plant the foot, and cside the hand, 
Draw the panting nostril wide. 
And with stem and stately stride, 
Forward, like the eagle's wing, 
On the proud invader spring. 
And in one resistless rash. 
All his power and splendour crush* 

Spirit of the great and good! 
Such as, in Athene, stood. 
Stem injustice, on the rock. 
Moveless at the people's shock, 
And when civil tempest raged, 
And intestine war was waged, 
With serene, but awfiil sway. 
Rolled the maddening tide away: 
Such as met at Pylae's wall. 
Ere that glorious freedom's fall — 
When the life of Greece was yoimg) 
Like the sun from ocean sprung, 
And the warm and lifted soul 
Marching onward to its goal: 
38 
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Such as at those holy gates, 
Bulwark of the banded stales, 
Whfa the hhrefing Persiaii strove; 
jbi the high and ardm lore, 
Soob that caoaot Haop to thamr. 
Bear to fteedon's aaiored name ; 
Such as with the SaxoD flew, 
Ever to their couotry true, 
From the rock, the wood, the feo. 
From Hne cavern and the den. 
Eager to the field of fights 
Like a cloud that comes by nighc. 
Tore away, at once, the chain 
Fastened by the robber Dane, 
Drove him headlong from that shore, 
And embalmed his host in gore^ 
Then secured their countky'sF cause, 
l^th a bond of equal laws. 
And bequeathed the sacred trust. 
When their bones should fall in dust, 
To that island race, who bear 
Light, and warmth, and glory, where 
Ocean's unchained billows roll 
From the mid-day to the p6le; 
And to that more daring shoot. 
Bent with flowers, and promised ihde. 
Who have dared, beyond the sea, 
To assert their liberty, 
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Who, iqpen die forced UH, 
Araved a tyrant fisher's will, 
Down the bloody gairodet tfarew, 
Grasped and snapped the loiks in two ; 
And unahaekled Teottnred forth, 
Noblest of the sons of earth. 

Spirit of the stirring blaod, 
Rolling in an evmk flood 
Through the hak and mddy cheek; 
Scomer of the pale and weak, 
Who in leHering cities crawl. 
Victims of a sordid thrall. 
And for ever draw their lureath, 
Lingering on the brink of death: 
Bat to thee the jpant limb, 
Str<»ig to leap, to nm, to swim. 
Strong to guide the plough or brand, 
Cruard, or free, or till their land; 
Bint to thee the godlike frame. 
Such as putt our dwarfs to shame^ 
firm, erect, and fair, as first 
Jkdam from his Maker burst. 
And exulting leaped to see 
IBs angelic synunetry; 
But to thee the eagle eye, 
lifted to itt parent sky. 
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Drinking in the living Memmt 
And mgain, wilb ardent bentt, 
SoMling ntt ite fires mbrMd« 
like the language of a god; 
But to thee the mighty bcow, 
Fixed to daie, unused to hoWt 
Now m placid kipAieni bright, 
like a rock in evening's light, 
Then with anger's wrinkled frown. 
Gathered eyebrows lowering down, 
Awfiil, as die storm, whose fold 
Round a cotumned Alp is rolled; 
But to thee the mind of fire, 
Toil can never damp, or tire. 
Glancing Eke a sun-beam, through 
Nature with a spirit's view. 
And from out its choicest store, 
In its fulness flowing o'er. 
Sending, like a bolt, the flow 
Of thought upon the crowd below. 

Healdifid S^t! at this hour, 

There are haunts, idiere thoa hasi po#er^ 

Hauntt, where thou shak ever be, 

As thou ever hasI been, free; 

Where the stream of life is led 

Stainless in its virgin bed. 
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And iu magie fire b stiU 

Bbiioi^ on its holy hili. 

There are inoiiutidns, there ate stomSt 

Where thou feede$t thy hives and swarms, 

Whence them sendest them, to restore 

Vinaey where it dwelk bo more; 

Safe in those embatded rocks, 

Lafe its native vigour locks. 

And its kindling energy 

Lives, and moves, and feek in thee; 

In those bulwarks is our trust, 

For the boimdless power is just, 

Nor w&t thou, from earth, arise, 

linked with justice, to the skies. 

But bdow, with mercy, dwell. 

Till the world shall hear its knell. 



A PLATONIC BACCHANAL SONG. 



FILL high the bowl of life for 
Let roses mantle round its brim. 
While heart is warm, and thought is free, 
Ere beauts light is waning dim — 
Fill high with brightest draughtt of soul. 
And let it flow with feeling o'er. 
And love, the sparkling cup, he stole 
From Heaven, to give it briskness, pour. 
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O! fin the bowl of life fin* me, 

And wremth its drippfaig brim wkh lewers. 

And I wUl drink, as %btly fi^e 

Our early, mretiinuiig boors. 

FiU high tbe bowl of Hfe wHh wine, 

That swetted the grape of Eden's grove, 

Ere human Ufe, in its decline, 

Had strowed wkh thorns the path of love — 

Fill high from virtue^s crystal foont, 

That springs beneath the throne Of Heaven, 

And sparkles brightly o'er the mount, 

From which our fidlen souls were driven. 

O ! fill the bowl of life with wine. 

The wine, that charmed the gods above, 

And round its brim a garland twine. 

That blossomed in the bower of love. 

Fill high the bowl of life with spirit, 
Drawn from the living sun of soul. 
And let the wing of genius bear it^ 
Deep-j^owing, like a kindled coal-* 
Fill hig^ fit>m that ethereal treasmre, 
And let me quaff the flowing fire, 
And know awhile the boundless pleasurei 
That Heaven-lit fancy can inspire. 
O ! fill the bowl of life with spirit, 
And give it brimming o'er to me, 
And as I quafl^ I seem to inherit 
The glow of immortality. 
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Fm high the bowl of life with thought 
From that ii]ifiithomdi>le well, 
Which sages long and long have scHigbt 
To sonndy bat none its depths can lett-*- 
Fill high from that dark stainless wove. 
Which mounts and flows for ever on. 
And rising proudly o'er the grave, 
There finds its noblest course begun. 
O ! fill the bowl of life with thought, 
And I will drink the bumper up. 
And find, whatever my wish bad sought, 
Tn that, the purest, sweetest cup. 
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HERE'S to her, who wore 
The myrtle wreath, that bound me ; 
Here's to her, who bore 
The twme of bay, that crowned me-^ 
O ! had not her light 
So brig^y shone upon me^ 
Still the cloud of night 
Had darkly brooded on me ; 
There was in her eye 
A sfurit, that inspired me ; 
Still to do or die, 
The electric sparkle fired me } 
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And thougfa the ice of death 

Should chill the heart widun me, 

The music of her breath 

Back to life again would win me ; 

So here's to her, who wore 

The myrtle wreath, that bound me } 

The girl, who kindly bore 

The twine of bay, that crowned me. 

No more the iron chain 

Of doubt and fear enthrals me ; 

I lift my wing again, 

For 'tis her voice that calls me : 

Still higher, higher still, 

In search of glory soaring, 

I feel my bosom thrill 

To the song her voice is pouring ; 

And thou^ I stretch my fli^t, 

Where Heaven alone is o'er me, 

I see her form of light 

Still floating on before me : 

O ! when foes the direst move 

In columns to assail us, 

Let us hear the voice of love, 

And our courage cannot fail us : 

So here's to her, 8tc, 

And when my drowsy sool 
A heedless moment shmAers, 
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Away the vapours roll 

At the magic of her numbers ; 

Back to life again I start, 

At her thrilling summons waking. 

Every link, that bound my heart 

Down to earth, indignant breaking ; 

Then I follow, where she flies, 

Like a shooting star, before me» 

And her fascinating eyes 

Shed their fire in flashes o'er me X 

O ! cold the heart, could sleep. 

When her silver trumpet caUed it, 

And the soul, that would not leap> . 

When her flowery chain enthraUed iU 

So here's to her who wolre 

The n^yrtk wreath that bound me; 

The girl, who kindly bore 

The twiae of bay that crowned me. 
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FILL the eup for me^ 

Fill the cup of pleasure ; 

Wake the fairy lyre 

To its wildest measure. 

Melancholy's gloom 

Now is stealing on me. 

But the cup and lyre 

Can ebase the demon from me. 
Fill the cup for me, 
Fill the eup of pleasure; 
Wake the fSedry lyre 
To its wildest measure.- 

In the shades of night, 
When every eye is closin^^ 
On the moonlight bank 
AH in peace reposing, 
There is nought so sweet. 
As the cup of pleasure, 
And the lyrenhat breathes 
In its wildest measure. 
Fill the cup, &c. 
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This the aouliDg star. 
That guides me o'er Jife's ocean. 
This the heavenly light, 
That wakes my heart's devotion : 
'T is when Beauty's smile 
Gives the cop of pleasure, 
And awakes the lyre 
To its wildest measure* 
Fill the cup, &c« 

If the fiend of sorrow 
With his gloom affright thee. 
There may come to-morrow 
One who will delight thee: 
^Tia the fair, whose smile 
Beams with sweetest pleasure, 
And whose hand awakes 
The lyre's delightfid measure. 
Fill the cup, &c. 

Form of Beauty! bind 
Pleasure's wreath of roses 
Round this brow of mine. 
Where every joy reposes: 
Yes— my heart can bound 
To mirth's enlivening measure, 
When the lyre is tuned, 
And smiles the cup of Pleasure. 
Fill the cup, &c» 
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Drive doll Care away«— 

IVby should gloom depress tbee i 

Life may firowo to-day, 

But Joy will sooD carets thee. 

While there's time, my friend, 

Drink the ciq> of Pleasure, 

And awake the lyre 

To its wildest measure* 

Fill the cup for me. 
Fill the cup of Pleasure, 
Wake the fiury l)npe 
To its wildest measure. 



THE SERENADE. 



SOFTLT the moonlight 
Is shed on the lake, 
Cool is the summer night — 
Wake ! O awake ! 
Faintly the curfew 
Is heard from afar. 
List ye! Olist! 
To the lively Guitar. 
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Trees cast a meUow shade 
Over the vale, 
Sweetly the serenade . 
Breathes in the gale, 
Softly and tenderly 
Over the lake, 
Gaily and cheerily — 
Wake ! O awake ! 



See the light pifmace 
Draws nigh to the shore, 
Swiftly it glides 
At the heave of the oar, 
Cheerily plays 
On its buoyant ear, 
Nearer and nearer 
The lively Guitar. 



Now the wind rises 
And ruffles the pine, 
Ripples foam-crested 
Like diamonds shine. 
They flash, where the waters 
The white pdlibles lave. 
In the wake of the moon, 
As it crosses the wave. 
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BouDding from billow 
To billow, the boat 
Like a wi\d swan is seen 
On the waters to float; 
And the light dipping oars 
Bear it smoothly along 
In time to the ai^ 
Of the Gondolier's song. 



And high on the stem 
Stands the yonng and the brave, 
As love-led he crosses 
The star-spangled wave, 
And blends with the murmnr 
Of water and grove 
The tones of the night, 
That are sacred to love. 



His gold-hilted sword 
At his bright belt is hung. 
His mantle of silk 
On his shoulder is flung, 
And high waves the feather. 
That dances and plays 
On his cap where the buckle 
And rosary blaie. 



Digitized by 



Google 



311 



The maid from her lattice 
Looks down on the lake» 
To see the foam sparkle, 
The bright biUow break. 
And to hear in his boat, 
Where he shines like a star. 
Her lover so tenderly 
Touch his Gnitar. 



She opens her lattice. 

And sits in the glow 

Of the moonlight and starlight, 

A statue of snow ; 

And she sings in a voice. 

That is broken with sighs. 

And she darts on her lover 

The light of her eyes. 



His love-speaking pantomime 

Tells her his soul — 

How wild in that sunny clime 

Hearts and eyes roll. 

She waves with her white hand 

Her white fazzolett, 

And her burning thoughts flash 

From her eyes' living jet. 
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The raooftUglil M hid 
Id a vapoifr of 9Bqw } . 
Her voice and hit reba^k 
Alternately flow ; 
Re-echoed they swell 
From the rock on the hill; 
They sing their farewell, 
And the music is still* 



CONSUMPTION. 

THERE is a sweetness in woman's decay^ 
When the light of beauty is fading away, 
When the bright enchantment of youth is gone, 
And the tint that glowed, and the eye that shone. 
And darted around its glance of power. 
And the lip that vied with the sweetest flower. 
That ever in Paestum's* garden blew, 
Or ever was steeped in fragrant dew, 
When all that was bright and fair, is fled, 
But the loveliness lingering round the dead* 

O ! there is a sweetness in beauty's close. 
Like the perfume scenting the withered rose ; 
For a nameless charm around her plays, 
And her eyes are kindled witli hallowed rays, 

* Biferique roiaria Fmutl-^Virg, 
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And a veil of spotlen purity 
Has mantled her cbeek with ks heavenly dye. 
Like a clond whereon Ae queen of night 
Has poured her softest tint of ^[ht; 
And there is a blending of white and blue^ 
Where the purple blood is melting through 
The snow of her pale and tender cheeky 
And there are tones, that sweetly speak 
Of a spirit, who longs for a purer day, 
And is ready to wing her flight away. 

In the flush of youdi and the spring of feelings 
When life, like a sunny stream, is stealing 
Its silent steps through a flowery path. 
And all the endearments, that pleasure hath, 
Are poured from her full, overflowing horn. 
When the rose of enjoyment conceals no thorn, 
In her lightness of heart, to the chisery song 
The maiden may trip in the dance along. 
And think of the passing moment, that lies, 
Like a fairy dream, in her dazzled eyes. 
And yield to the present, that charms around 
With all that is lovely in sight and sound, 
Where a thousand pleasing phantoms flit^ 
With the voice of mirth, and Ae burst of wit, 
And the music that steals to the bosom's core, 

And the bettt in its iulness flowing oVr 

40 
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With a few big drops, that are soon repressed^ 

For short is the stay of grief in her breast; 

In this enlivened and gladsome hour 

The spirit may bum with a brighter power; 

But dearer the cahn and quiet day, 

When the Heaven^ck soul is stealiag away. 

And when her sun is low declining. 

And life wears out with no repining. 

And the whisper, that tells of early deatb,^ 

Is soft as the west wind's balmy breath. 

When it eomes at the hour of still repose. 

To sleep in the breast of the wooing rose; 

And the lip, that swelled with a living glow. 

Is pale as a curl of new-fallen snow; 

And her cheek, like the Parian stone, is £ur. 

But the hectic spot that flushes there, 

When the tide of life, from its secret dwelling. 

In a sudden gush, is deeply swelling. 

And giving a tinge to her icy lips, 

Like the crimson rose's brightest tips. 

As richly red, and as transient too, 

As the clouds, in autumn's sky of blue, 

That seem like a host of glory met 

To honour the sun at his golden set: 

O! then, when the spirit is taking wing. 

How fondly her thoughts to her dear one ding,. 
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As if she would blend her sotil with his 
lo a deep aad long imprinted kiss; 
So fondly the panting camel flies, 
Where the glassy vapour cheats his eyes, 
And the dove from ihe falcon seeks her nest, 
And the infant shrinks to its mother's breast. 
And though her dying voice be mute. 
Or faint as the tones of an unstrung lute, 
And though the glow from her cheek be fled, 
And her pale lips cold as4he marble dead, 
Her eye stiU beams unwonted fires 
With a woman's love and a saint's desires, 
And her last fond, lingering look is given 
To the love she leaves, and then to Heaven, 
As if she would bear that love away 
To a purer world and a brighter day. 



TO THE HOUSTONIA CERULEA.* 

HOW often, modest flower, 
I mark thy tender blossoms, where they spread. 
Along the turfy slope, their starry bed, 
Hung heavy with the shower. 

* A rerj delicate and humble flower of New-England^ blof soming 
early in tpri»g, and oAen coYering large patches of turf with aVhife 
or pale blue carpet The botanical allusions in this piece are repeat- 
ed, and perhi^M it will not be Ailly relished bj those/* who have not 
examuied the stmctare of the flower. 
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Thou comest in the dawn 
Of nature's promise, wben the sod of Ma]j^ 
Is speckled with iu earKest array, 
And strewest wilb bloom the lawn. 

TTis but a few brief days, 
I saw the green hill in iU fold of snow; 
But now thy slender stems arise, and blow 
In April's fitful rays. 

I love thee, delicate 

And humble, as thou art; thy dress of white. 
And blue, and all the tints where these unite» 
Or wrapped in spiral plait. 

Or to the glancing sun, 

Shining through chequered cloud, and dewy shower^ 
Unfolding thy fair cross. Yes, tender flower. 
Thy blended colours run. 

And meet in harmony. 

Commingling, like the rainbow tints; thy. urn 

Of yellow rises with a graceful turn, 

And as a golden eye, 

Its softly swelling throat 
Shines in the centre of thy circle, where 
Th/ downy stigma rises slim and lair, 
And catches as they float, 
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A cloud of living air, 

The atom se^s of fertUixiog dust, 

That hover, as thy lurking anthers burst ; 

And O ! how purely there 

Thy snowy ctrcle, rayed 
With crosslets, bends its pearly whiteness round, 
^d how thy spreading lips are trimly bound, 
With such a mellow shade 

As in the vaulted blue. 
Deepens at starry midnight, or grows pale, 
When mantled in the full-mocm's silver veil, 
That calm ethereal hue. 

I love thee, modest flower ! 
And I do find it hapi^ness to U'ead, 
With careful step, along thy studded bed, 
At morning's freshest hour. 

Or when the day declines, 
And evening comes with dewy footsteps on, 
And now his golden hall of slumber won, 
The setting sun resigns 

His empire of the sky, 

And the cool breeze awakes her fluttering train 

I walk through thy parterres, and not in vain, 
For to my downward eye, 
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Sweet flower I thou tellest how hearts 
As pure and tender as thy leaf, as low 
And humble as thy stem, will surely know 
The joy that peace imparts. 



THE CORAL GROVE. 



DEEP in the wave is a coral grove, 
Where the purple mullet, and gold-fish rove, 
Where the sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue, 
That never are wet with falling dew, 
But in bright and changeful beau ty shine , 
Far down in the green and glassy prine. 
The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift. 
And the pearl shells spangle the flinty snow ; 
From coral rocks the sea plants lift 
Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow ; 
The water is calm and still below. 
For the winds and waves are absent there. 
And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 
In the motionless fields of upper air : 
There with its waving blade of green, 
The sea-flag streams through the silent water, 
And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 
To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 
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There with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear deep sea ; 

And the yellow and scarlet tofts of ocean. 

Are bending like com on the upland lea : 

And life, in rare and beautiAil forms, 

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone, 

And is safe, when the wrathful spirit of storms, 

Has made the top of the wave his own : 

And when the ship from his fury flies, 

Where the myriad voices of ocean roar, 

When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies. 

And demons are waiting the wreck on shore ; 

Then far below in the peaceful sea, 

The purple mullet, and gold-fish rove, 

Where the waters murmur tranquilly. 

Through the bending twigs of the coral grove. J 



On finding the Anemone Hepatic a, (lie earliesi Flower 
of Spring. 

BESIDE a fading bank of snow 
A lovely Anemdne blew. 
Unfolding to the sun's bright glow 
Its leaves of Heaven's serenest hue ; 
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The snowy stamens gemmed them o'er. 
The pleasing contrast caught my eye, 
As on the ocean's sandy shore 
The purple sheUs and corals lie. 

I saw the flower-— what tumults rose 
Within my heart, what ecstasy ; 
The captive soul no brighter glows. 
When hailing life and liberty. 

' Tis spring, I cried, pale winter's fled, 
The earliest wreath of flowers is blown, 
The blossoms withered long and dead 
Will soon proclaim their tyrant flown. 

How smiles the sun in yonder sky, 
How pure the vault of ether swells, 
How sweet to hear on mountain high 
The tinkle of the shepherd-bells. 

The meadows don their green array, 
The streams in purer currents flow ; 
On sunny knolls the lambkins play, 
And sport amid the vales below. 

The humble Anemdne blows. 
The blue-bird now is on the wing, 
How soon will breathe the blushing rose, 
How soon will all around be spring ! 
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A TULIP bloMomed, one morniiig ki May, 
Bj the tide of « aancbd aHey; 
Its leaves were dressed in a rieh array. 
Like the cloiids at the earliest dawn of day, 
When the mist rolls over the valley : 
The dew had descended the night before, 
And lay in its velvet bosom, 
And its spreading urn was flowing o'er, 
And the crystal heightened the tints, it bore 
On its yellow and crimson blossom* 

A sweet red-rose, on ks bending thoni| 
Its bud was newly spreading. 
And the flowing efiklgence of early morn 
Its beams on its breast was shedding ; 
The petals were heavy with dripping tears. 
That twinkled m pearly brightness. 
And the thrush in its covert thrilled my ears 
With a varied song of lightness. 

A lily, in mantle of purest snow. 
Hung over a silent fountain. 
And the wave in its calm and quiet flow, 
Displayed its silken leaves below, 
Like the drift on the windy mountain ; 
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It bowed with the nioisture, the mght had wept. 
When the stars shone over the biUow, 
And wfaite-wfaiged spirits their vigils kept, 
Where beauty and innocence sweetly slept 
On its pure and thomless piDow. 

A hyacinth lifted its purple bell 

From the slender leaves aronnd it ; 

It carved its cap in a flowing swell, 

And a starry circle crowned it ; 

The deep blue tinctore, that robed it, seemed 

The gloomiest garb of sorrow. 

As if on its eye no Mghtneis beamed, 

And it never in clearer moments fkeamedy 

Of a fair and a calm to-morrow. 

A daisy peq)ed from the tufted sod, 

In its basUul modesty drooping ; 

Where often the mom, as I ligMy trod. 

In bounding youth, the fallow dod^ 

Had over it seen me stooping ; 

It looked in my face with a dewy eye 

From its ring of ruby lasbes. 

And it seemed, that a brighter was lurking by, 

The fires of whose ebony lustre fly, 

Like summer's daisling flashes. 

And the mnd, with a soft and silent wing. 
Brushed over this wild of flowers, 
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And it wakened the birds, who began to sing 
Tlieir hymn to the season of love and spring, 
In the shade of the bemting bowers ; 
And it culled their Adl oectareons store, 
In its Ugfatly fluttering motion. 
As when from Hybla's murmuring shore 
The evening bree«e from her thyme-beds bore 
Their sweetness over the ocean. 



I HAD found out a sweet green spot. 
Where a lily was blooming fair ; 
The din of the city disturbed it not, 
But the spirit, that shades the quiet cot 
With its wings of love, was there. 

I found that filjr's bloom. 

When the day was darii and chill ; 

It smiled, like a star, in the misty gloon^ 

And it sent abroad a soft perfiime. 

Which is floating around me still* 

I sat by the %'s bell, 

And I watched it many a day ; 

The leaves, that rose in a flowing swell. 

Grew faint and dim, then drooped and fell, 

And the flower had flown away. 
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I looked where the leaves were hod, 

In withering paleness, by ; 

And, as gloomy thoughts stole on me, said. 

There is many a sweet and blooming mud. 

Who win soon as dindy die. 



BALLADS. 

A few jMurf tince, « hmU lak* im a wUdl/ lonMntic tttiiatioii in Hie 
northeni part of VeroMHity w«t unfortonafeljp drained bj the bant- 
ing of one of tlM banks tliat confiood it. Tbt foUowinf ttaaBai ire 
intended for n description of that event. 

A LAKE once lay, where the thander clouds sail, 
On the lofty mountain's breast, 
Whose ripple, when raised by the rustling gale, 
Was so gentle, it seemed at rest; 
The pine waved round, and the dark cliff fit>wned. 
Their shadow was gloomy as night ; 
But when the sun shone, on his noon-day throne, 
The lake seemed a mirror of li^t. 
There the red-finned trout like a flash darted by. 
And the pickerel moved like the glance of an eye. 

When the wind breathed soft at the dawimig of day, 

When the morning-birds warbled aroosd, 

And the radnbow shone on the scarce seen q»r«y, 

No lovelier place could be found : 

Oh ! thb scene was as dear to none eye and nuae ear, 
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As the glance and tbe song of my lovei 

And tbe lake was as bright, and as pure to tbe sight, 

As tbe bosom of angek above : 

Tbe surface flashed with a golden glow, 

And a forest of verdure seemed waving below. 

The year rolled away, and I saw it no more 

Till tbe spring bloomed sweetly again, 

Till the birch first unfolded its leaves on the shore. 

And tbe robin first warbled its stnun: 

But no lake smiled there, with its bosom fair, 

'Twas a dell all with bushes o'ergrown. 

From my dream of delight, like a sleeper at night, 

I awoke and I found me alone. 

Through the vale it had burst with the swiftness of wind. 

And left but a path of destruction behind. 

The leaves were all dead on tbe wave-loving willow, 

It whispered no more in the wind ; 

No moonbeam slept on the water's soft pillow. 

Or smiled like the tranquillized mind ; 

The flower-bush there was the foxes lair. 

And tbe wfaippoorwill sung all alone. 

Where the moodbeams pale, glancing through tbe vale^ 

Just gleamed on tbe moss-gray stone* 

Where the trout once darted, the adder crept. 

And the rattlesnake coiled, where the Naiad wept» 
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By the moon's chill light, the white pebble shone 

On the beach, where the wave once rolled, 

And the lustre gleamed on the water-worn stone, 

But told to the eye it was cold : 

No rippling wave that beach shall lave. 

No white foam shall toss on that shore. 

And the billow's flash, and its scarce heard dash, 

Shall be known in that valley no more. 

For the wave, shall be heard the serpent's breath, 

For the dash of the billow, the hiss of death. 

Where the foam once sparkled, the cedar-bush waved^ 
And the reed rustled sweet in the gale ; 
And the rock that the water so silently laved 
Was hid by the gray lichen's veil ; 
There the dark fern flings on the night-wind's wings 
Its leaves like the dancing feather, 
And the whippoorwill's note seemed gently to float 
From the deep purple bloom of the heather. 
Where the surface glittered, the weed grew wild. 
And the flower blossomed sweet, where the wave once 
smiled. 

So when life first dawns on the infant soul, 
Tis as pure as the lake's clear wave; 
Not a passion is there but can brook controul. 
Not a thought that is pleasure's slave : 
But youth comes on, and this purity's gone. 
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Fair innocence smiles there no more, 

And cold is the guest, that lives in that breast, 

As the stone on this desolate shore ; 

A poiscm floats in its balmiest breath, 

And where the flower smiles is the serpent of death. 



THE MERMAID. 

I. 

THE waning moon looked cold and pale, 
Just rising o'er the eastern wave. 
And faintly moaned the evening gale, 
That swqpt along the gloomy cave : 
The waves that wildly rose and fell. 
On all the rocks the white foam flnng, 
And like the distant funeral knell, 
THthin her grot the Mermaid sung. 

n. 

It was a strain of witchery 
So sweet, yet mournful to my ear, 
It lit the smile, it waked the sigh. 
Then started pity's pearly tear; 
There was a ruffle in my breast, 
It was not joy, it was not pain, 
'T was wild as yonder billow's crest, 
That tosses o'er the heaving main. 
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III. 

Along die wave the moon's cold light, 
With trembling radiance feebly shone ; 
A lustre neither faint nor bright 
Sparkled on yonder watery stone : 
There, seated on her sea-beat throne, 
The Mermaid eyed the dashing wave, 
Then waked her wild harp's melting tone, 
And breathed the music of the grave. 

IV. 

Her silken tresses all unbound. 

Played loosely on the evenmg gale, 

She cast a moumfiil look around. 

Then sweetly woke her wild harp's wail ; 

And, as her marble fingers flew 

Along the chords, such music flowed-^ 

Her cheek assumed a varied hue. 

Where grief grew pale— -where pleasure glowed. 

V. 

The sound rose sweetly on the wind. 
It was a strain of melancholy — 
It soothed each tumult of the mind, 
And hushed die wildest laugh of folly. 
It flowed so softly o'er the main, 
And spread so calmly, widely 'round ; 
The air seemed living with the strain. 
And every sephjrr breathed the sound. 
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VI. 

The seal, that sported on the shore. 
His gambols ceased, and pricked his ear ; 
He heeded not the billow's roar^- 
That strain was all he seemed to hear. 
As through the surf the dolphins flew. 
They stopped and played around her throne, 
It seemed, Arion woke anew 
His harp to some celestial tone. 

VU. 
With what a thrilling ecstacy 
I heard the music of her lyre ; 
The very soul of melody 
Seemed warbling on the trembling wire : 
O ! never o'er her infant dear 
The mother half so fondly hung. 
As when I bent my soul to hear 
Those heavenly strains the Mermaid sung. 

Oft viewing^ one $ummer evenings ike home ofrni/ hirik^ 
in a iiaie ofdeeertian. 

THE crescent moon with pallid light 

Was silvering o'er the brow of night; 

With downy wing the summer-breese 

Sported amid ike rustling trees. 

Waving the leaves that lightly flew. 

And kissing off the night-fallen dew. 
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Along the gently-winding vale, 

lu surface raffled by the gale. 

The softly-lewing lindd straytid, 

While o'er its ware the moonbeam played^ 

Smiling, as calmly Healing by. 

Like tears of joy In beauty's eye.. 

Through the wood my fancy loted^ 

Rapt in kindling diougfat, i roved; 

Not a sephyr shook tfie spray 

To brash the trembling gems away } 

Not a warble met my ear, 

All was silent fiur and near, 

Still as cypress boughs, that wave 

Slowly o'er the lonely grave. 

And weave their deep, impressive gloom**— 

Fit emblem of the dreary tomb. 

Down a glen, ^lere half unseen. 
Banked with turf of deqpest green, 
Flowed a winding rill along, 
Unkling like the milk-maid's song; 
Where the moon's reflected ray 
Smiling on the surface lay. 
Seeming to sleep in soft repose. 
Like moraing dew-drops on the rose; 
Where the evening-splendours fade 
In the maple's quiet shade; 
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Lonelyi desolate appear^ 
Pale as in the vale of yeani, 
The mansioa where my kifani qfis 
First saw thi9 rocks^ ibe wm<|s» the al^y. 

! it was a lovely sight. 

Though obscured by d^^ief of oig^ ; 
And though the ivy-muitled wall 
At intervals was hmmi to &U, 
Breaking with faintly fattling iowad 
The quiet hush that reigned anNiad* 

Through the walks, where privets blew 
And purple lilacs wildly grew, 
'Mid entangling weeds and briars, 
And the rye-grass' waving spires, 
'Neath the pear-tree, where, as Spring 
Bade her untaught music ring, 
Purest blooms of snowy white 
Charmed the fond-reposing sight, 
And gales of incense whispered by 
Gentle as the lover's sigh 

1 wandered slow, and fondly viewed 
This scene in evening tears bedewed^ 
And felt around my heart the throe 
Of tender grief and melting wo. 

To see a spot so sweet, so dear, 
Now Ifldd on desolation's bier, 
And view a scene of loveliness 
Id ruin's wildest, roughest dress. 
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With trembling hand I oped the door. 

And wandered o'er the moiddfering Aom ; 

Along the slowly crumbling wall. 

Where wintry fires were wont to All 

And smile with beams of raddy light, 

Chasing away the gloom of night, 

Nought was seen but shadows drear 

And sights that filled my soul < with fisar : 

Darkened by trickling autumn rains, 

That left their wild fantastic stains. 

Seeming, as stars with feeble ray 

Reflected o'er the ceiling play, 

Spirits that swiftly flutter by 

And glance like virions on my eye. 

And there the slowly creeping snail 

Drew o'er the wall its slimy veil ; 

Its rilken web the sjuder wove 

To trap the flies that idly rove ; 

While, slumbering through the summer's day. 

The bat in some lone comer lay, 

Till started by my solemn tread 

He flapped his wings around my head. 

And darting through the broken pane 

Sailed on the evening breeze again. 

The moonbeam shone along the room. 
Like starlight glistening on a tomb ; 
The clock was still — its sweet-toned bell 
No longer rung Time's ftmeral knell, 
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No more its index seemed to say 

How swift the moments flew away. 

All was lonely, all was still. 

The thrush was sileot cm the hill, 

The sheep-bell's ahorilly tinkling note 

Was heard no longer in the cote, 

No breathing soul the silence broke, 

No flageolet its sweetness woke. 

No voice was singing in the vale. 

No echo floated on the gale ; 

'Twas hushed, but when with droning sonnd 

The slow-winged beetle hunmied around. 

Resting on a broken chair, 

Relic of the ruin there, 

By the window I reclined 

And listened to the moaning wind, 

That whispered through the broken pane^ 

Mournful as the fimeral strain. 

O'er my head the woodbine blew. 

All its flowers were wet witk dew. 

And sweeter fragrance flowed around. 

Than ever charmed enchanted ground ; 

So sweet the scent, that Eden's gale 

Seemed breathing through the desert vale. 

Ivy hung its tendrils there. 

And trembled in the dewy air, 

Twisting around the shattered frame, 

Where still a rudely sculptured name 
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Half hid in Ucbem cangbt my eye» 
And told me of the yttrt gone by* 

Boiemth my eye and in the shade, 
An aged elm low-b^iding made, 
A modest rose-bush reared its bead 
And far aromid its sweetness shed* 
Two damask flowors with leaflets pale» 
Were lightly trembling on the gale, 
And, as the moonbeam o'er them shone, 
Seemed like two mourners left alone 
Amid those scenes, where gay delight, 
Frolic ever dancing light, 
Woke their shouts of rapture wild. 
And cheerfulness serenely smiled. 
All — all were gone. Like injects gay, 
That sport them in the summer ray, 
Toung Happisess, so sweetly Uown, 
With hurrying wing away had flown, 
Vanished in night the vision fair. 
And left these two to wither there. 

So<m I glanced my roving eye 
On a sprig of rosemary ; 
Hid in grass that jrankly grew 
There the humble flow'rc^ blew, 
Bashful 'neath the rose's shade 
All its modest hues diqilayed ; 
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As the maiden sweet as May 
With her eye of heavenly ray 
Shrinking from the world's mde storm, 
Hides in shades obscure her form. 
On its lip of paley blue. 
Smiled in peace a pearl of dew; 
Twas a melancholy flower, 
Such as in affliction's hour 
Cer the heaving turf IM throw, 
To deck the friend that rests below. 

Glancing farther o'er the scene, 
Gay with flowers and soft with green; 
But iM>w beneath the moon's pale light 
AH seemed (me colour to the sight. 
Such the mellow fading tint. 
When the fays their footsteps print. 
Where the tiny billows break 
On the gendy heaving lake : 
Twas not ebon, 'twas not green, 
BGngled hues that melt between; 
As when beside the taper's ray 
The maiden weeps the hounT away, 
And seen at distance faintly gfows. 
Her grief-worn cheek's decaying rose, 
Till every soft and winning charm 
Dissolves into a sylphid form. 
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O'er the slowly winding flood, 

Mid the shadows of the wood. 

And in the meadow spread before 

The ruined mansion's broken door, 

I saw in gendy veering flight 

The insect lightning of the night, 

Shining with a feeble ray, 

As it slowly sailed away. 

Or twinkling with a sudden spark. 

Spangling the scenery wild and darii. 

So the meteor light of fame 

Glows with such a fickle flame, 

So all hairiness below 

Is an insect's transient glow : 

For a time it sweetly smiles 

Dressed in fancy's dearest wiles; 

Mirth amid his rosy bowers 

Laughs away the gliding hours. 

The moments of a short-li^^ed day 

That steals like air unseen away; 

Love entwines his silken chain 

And breathes his soft enchanting strain, 

Joy awakes his twisted shell 

To the notes that please him well, 

Hope's gay colours richly blend 

And tell of sports that never end, 

While jovial Pleasure's golden dawn, 

Sparkles awhile, and all is gone. 
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Farther still I turned my eyes, 
Where the waving forests rise, 
Where the hills with easy swell 
Rising from the lowly dell, 
Smile beneath the pallid ray, ^ / 

Till they fade in mist away. 
Upward to the sky I turned, 
Where the stars serenely burned. 
And around the lonely pole. 
Saw the bear its lustre roll. 
There amid the lofty blue. 
Veiled in robe of silver hue, 
Luna showed her crescent pale, 
And trembled through her misty v^l: 
Round her orb the halo shone 
Lovely as the milky zone. 
When in winter's cloudless night. 
It spreads o'er Heaven its belt of li^t. 
" Silvery planet — ^kindly shed 
On thy humble votary's head 
Thy serenest rays, and shine 
On my brow with beam divine. 
Light me through this world of sorrow, 
Till I find a fair to-morrow; 
Till the woes that rack my breast 
Slumber in an infant's rest. 
When my corpse is lowly laid 
Where the yews inweave their shade, 
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Through the boughs that slowly wave 
Smile serenely on my grave. 

"Never will thy pallid ray 

O'er such lovely waters playi 

Never shine on fairer bowers 

Through the evening's quiet hours, 

Nor shed thy flood of spotless light 

On scenes more beauteous or more bright.'' 

Land of my Nativity ! 
How thou charmest the wearied eye; 
O! diou hast a genial balm, 
That can the saddest bosom calm. 
Smiling in the dewy dawn, 
When the songsters o'er the lawn 
Open their mellifluous throats 
And warble dieir enchanting notes; 
Glowing when the noon-tide beam 
Gilds the flowery bordered stream, 
And charming at the close of day, 
When the twilight fades away. 

Mountains swelling to the sky. 
Forests frowning on the eye, 
Waving woodlands, meadows gay, 
Streamlets where the minnows play, 
Winding valleys, swelling hills, 
Crystal fountains, tinkling rills, 
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Smile in morning's rosy light — 
And melt amid the. shades of night. 
Such thy scenes, for ever dear, 
Whether far away or near ; 
Whether smiling on the eye, 
Or in the hues of memory. 
When I leave this desert vale 
Thou wilt ever bid me wail, 
Always wake the parting sigh 
And draw the tear-drop from my eye. 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

HE has gone to the land, where the dead are still. 

And mute the song of gladness; 

He drank at the cup of grief his fill. 

And his life was a dream of madness; 

The vicdm of fancy's torturing spell, 

From hope to darkness driven, 

His agony was the rack of Hell, 

His joy the thriU of jleaven. 

He has gone to the land, where the dead are cold, 
And thought will sting him — ^never; 
The tomb its darkest veil has rolled 
O'er all his faults for ever; 
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O! there was a light that shone withio 
The gloom, that hung around htm; 
His heart was formed to woo and win, 
But love had never crowned him. 

He has gone to the land, where the dead may rest 

In a soft, unbroken slumber. 

Where the pulse, that swelled his anguished breast. 

Shall never his tortures number; 

Ah ! little the reckless witlings know. 

How keenly throbbed and smarted 

That bosom, which burned with a brightest glow. 

Till crushed and broken-hearted. 

He longed to love, and a frown was all, 
The cold and thoughtless gave him; 
He sprang to Ambition's trumpet-caU, 
But back they rudely drave him : 
He glowed with a spirit pure and high, 
They called the feeling madness : 
And he wept for wo with a melting eye, 
'T was weak and moody sadness. ' 

He sought, with an ardour full and keen, 
To rise to a noble station. 
But repulsed by the proud, the cold, the mean, 
He sunk in desperation; 
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They called him away to Pleasure's bowers, 
Bat gave him a poisoned chalice, 
And from her alluring wreath of flowers 
They glanced the grin of malice. 

He felt, that the charm of life was gone, 
That his hopes were chilled and blasted. 
That being wearily lingered on 
In sadness, while it lasted ; 
He turned to the picture fancy drew, 
Which he thought would darken never; 
It fled — ^to the damp, cold grave he flew, 
And he sleeps with the dead for ever. 



THE PARTING OF 

WnjJAM AND MARY. 

" WE part, perhaps to meet no more — 
To distant lands from thee I go; 
Far, far beyond the ocean's roar. 
For thee my tears will ever flow : 

An exile from my native land, 
I long must plow the raging main: 
Alas! no Mary's gentle hand 
Shall sooth my bosom's inward pain. 
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Thou weep'sty my love : — how dear those tears, 
What treasures to thy William's heart: 
They banish all his anxious fears — 
They blunt the point of sorrow's dart— 

They tell me Mary loves me still. 
And grieves to bid her last adieu: 
Ohy guard her, Heaven, from every ill, 
And keep her to her William true.'* 

** And wilt thou, William! think no more. 
When far beyond the raging main, 
How Mary lingers on this shore - 
And strains (o catch thy sail in vain? 

Oh, William ! let thy wishes rise 
And send them o'er the wave to me: 
The Power, diat rules b yonder skies* 
Will hear the vow^ of constancy." 

Yes ! I will think <irhen far away, 
How thou art weeping on this shore; 
Dark be the hour, and curst the day. 
When I shall muse on thee no more. 

But hark! the signal! we must part:— • 
While life remains let us be true; 
Tes ! though I feel a bursting heart, 
I now must bid my last adieu." 
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Her drooping head his Mary laid 
UpoQ the youth she loved so welkz 
He gently kissed the sinking maid 
And breathed upon her lipn farewell; 

Then tore him from her fond embrace 
And dashed the tear-drops from his eye- 
Just gazed upon her angel-face; 
Then turned and marked the streamers fly. 

He shouted, as he leaped on board, 

To hide his bosom's inward pain; 

The sails were set — the loud winds roared— 

The ship plowed foaming to the main. 



"VANITY OF VANITIES, ALL IS VANITY/^ 

ON Reggio's classic shore I stood, 
And looked across the wave below. 
And saw the sea, a glassy flood. 
In all the hues of morning glow;* 
Groves waved aloft on sunward hills, 
Their leaves were green and tipt with gold, 
And all the dazzling pomp, that fills 
The sunset skies, was round them rolled ; 

* The FaU Mor^na. 
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Arches on arches, proudly piled, 
Seemed towering to the deep-blue sky, 
And ruins lay deserted, wild, 
And torrents foamed and thundered by; 
And flowery meadows soft and green, 
In living emerald met the light. 
And o'er their dewy turf were seen, 
In countless gems, the drops of night ; 
And gardens, full of freshest flowers, 
Unfurled the pictured veil of Spring, 
And round the gay and perfumed bowers 
Sweet-warbling birds were on the wing ; 
And many a tall and stately spire 
Rose to the clouds, that loosely curled. 
And kindled each with solar fire. 
Seemed beings of a brighter world ; 
And mountains reared their giant head, 
And lifted high their peak of snow, 
And o'er its wide majestic bed 
The ocean seemed to ebb and flow ; 
And all the wonders of the skies. 
And earth and sea were thrown around, 
And all were stained in deepest dies. 
And vast as Being's utmost bound; 
And on the magic scene I gazed, 
And as behind the hills arose 
The golden Sun, awhile it blazed 
In brighter tints, and then it closed. 
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And all the changing pageant passed, 
In faint and fainter hues, away, 
Until a tender green, at last. 
Glassed o'er the still and waveless bay, 
And Reggie's -towers, Messina's wall. 
The hills, the woods, the freqnent sail, 
That trembled on the stream, were all 
The relics of the Fairy tale. 

^was evening, and the Sun went down. 
Deep crimsoned in the frowning sky. 
And Night, in robe of dusky brown. 
Hung out her lurid veil on high; 
A mist crept o'er the lonely wild. 
That heaved, a sandy ocean, round. 
And loosely lay, in billows piled. 
To the horizon's farthest bound ; 
The Sun, as if involved in blood. 
Shone through the fog with direful beam. 
And from behind the hills, a flood 
Of liquid purple poured its stream. 
And o'er the dusty desert flowed. 
Until, as kindled by the rays. 
The heated plain intensely glowed. 
Lake some wide forest in a blaze; 
And riding o'er the distant waste 
The burning sand-spout stalked along, 
And as the horrid phantom passed, 

44 
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The driver keener plied his thong, 
And shrieked, as on the Simoom roared. 
As if the gathered fiends of hell, 
Around in vengeful armies ponred. 
Had rung the world's decisive knell : 
But far away a bright Oase* 
Shone sweetly in the eastern sky, 
As fair, as in the magic glass 
Groves, lawns, and hills, and waters lie; 
A lake in mirrored brightness lay, 
Spread like an overflowing Nile, 
Its peacefnl rippling seemed to play. 
And curl in summer's sweetest smile; 
The sunset tinged the sur&ce o'er, 
And here it lay in sheeted gold. 
And there the ruffled stream, before 
The evenbg breeze, in emerald rolled; 
And many a white and platted sail 
Dropped softly down the silent tide, 
Or as the rising winds prevail, 
Careenmg low was seen to glide; 
And there the fisher plied his oar, 
And spread his net, and hung his pole. 
And drove with palm boughs to the shore, 
In crowds, the gaily glittering shoal; 

*Th* Mirii^ of the Desert. 
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And birds were ever on the win^, 

Or lightly plashing in the flood, 

And gorgeous, as an eastern King, 

In stately pomp the Flammant stood; 

And herds of lowing bufialoes, 

And light gaselles came down to drink, 

And there the river horse arose, 

And stalked a giant to the brink; 

And shepherds drove their pastured flocks 

To taste the cool, refreshing wave. 

And on the heathy-mantled rocks 

The goats their tender bleating gave : 

And o'er the green and rice-clad plain, 

In coats of crimson, gold and blue. 

The small birds trilled their mellow strain. 

And revelled in the falling dew ; . 

And there the palm its pillar heaves. 

And spreads its umbelled crown of flowers. 

And broad and pointed glossy leaves. 

Whose shade the idle camp embowers; / 

And there the aged sit and tell 

Their tales, as high the light smoke curls, 

And eye the dance, around the well, 

Of fiery youths and black-eyed girls. 

Or where in many a leap and curve 

They keenly rush around the ring, 

And with an aim, that cannot swerve. 

In eager strife • the jerreed fling; 
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# 
.And there beside tbe babblkig fount 
The date its welcome shadow threw, 
And many a child Was seen to momit, 
And pluck the froit diat on it grew ; 
And with its broad and pendent boughs^ 
The thickly tufted sycamore, 
The image of profound repose, 
Waved silently along the shore; 
And mangroves bent their limbs to taste 
The wave, that calmly floated by, 
And showed beneath, as purely glassed, 
A softer image of the sky; 
And groves of myrtle sweetly blew. 
And hung their boughs with spikes of snow, 
And beds of flowering cassia threw 
A splendour like the morning glow; 
And o'er the wild, that stretched aWay 
To meet the sands, now steeped with rain. 
The lilies, in their proud array, 
With pictured brightness gemmed the plain; 
And roses, damask, white, and red. 
Stood breathing perfume on the rocks. 
And there the dry acacia spread 
Its deep, unfading yellow locks; 
And gardens brighter bloomed the while 
Around the silver tiled kiosk. 
And brighter shone with sacred smile 
The ^Ided crescent on the mosque; 
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And over all calm evening drew ''^ 

A tender, softly dimming veil, 

And mellowed down each gayer hue 

To tints, that seemed divinely pale ; 

It was a lovely resting place, 

The traveller's home, the pilg^m's weU, 

Where he nfight sit at ease and trace 

His wanderings, and his dangers tell ; 

It rose at once upon their sight, 

Like paradise from Heaven descending. 

And there, with keen and eager light. 

Each look, in panting hope, was bending ; 

An island on the pathless waste, 

It caught the weary camePs eye. 

And on he flew in wildest haste, 

As if to drink the wave, and die ; 

And there the faintin^; Bedouin gased, 

As if the cup of life were given. 

And then with thankful look he raised 

His withered hand$ in prayer to Heaven ; 

And as he hurried on his road 

O'er burning sand, and flin^ rock, 

Before his eye the phantom flowed, 

A flattering, but delusive mock ; 

Its brightest tints grew wan and pale. 

Its fairer features faded dim. 

Till in a dark and lonely vale 

A mist alone was seen to swim; 






Digitized by 



Google 



350 PJfiBClVl|.'s POEM&« 

AA^ the tear in anguish stole, 
Ttc Ikst and faintest beam of dc^ 
Fled, and the dream was seen to roll 
And vanish in the night away; 
And cold the wild Harmattan blew. 
And rolled the dusty biUow by, 
But still nq welcome rain nor dew 
Came down to soothe their misery ; 
Parched, burnt, in agony they tread 
The waste, in hopeless longing^ o'er, 
A frowning sky ^bove their bead^ 
A shoreless #ea of sand before. 

And life is but a fairy tale — 
Its fondest and its brightest hours 
Are transient as the passbg gale. 
Or drops of dew that melt in flowers; 
And life is but a fleeting dream, 
A shadow of a pictured sky, 
The airy phantom of a stream. 
That flattering smiles, and hurries by ; 
The mists that hover o'er the deep^^ 
And seem the storm-beat sailor's home, 
And still retiring, always keep 
Their station on the farthest ibam ; 

* The Mirage of the Ocean. 
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Till imaged out^-liis wbodB luod^Jfills^ I w^ ' 

His father's cot, the tillage spire, " » 

And all his heated fancy with, 

And all his eager hopes desire, • '• 

The white chalk coast that fronts the foiDow, 

The -boat that trimly scuds below, , '* 

The. brook that gKdes beneath the willow, ^ 

With lulling chime and quiet flow; 

Till all he Ipves, and all he longs 

To meet and fold his arms around, 

Come crowding in alluring throngs, 

And every charm of home is found ; 

And round the ship the meadow lies, 

That filled his hand with flowers in May, 

And as the billows onward rise. 

They spread and blossom green and gay } 

But if he stoop to pluck the grass. 

That waves in frolic mimicry. 

Away the darling phantoms pass. 

And leave alone the bitter sea : 

And life is but a painted bow, 

That crowns our days to come with smiles, 

The mingled tints of Heaven, that throw 

Their pomp on glory's airy piles ; 

But when we run to catch the gay 

And glittering pageant, all b o'er, 

And all its bright and rich array * 

Can draw us fondly on no more; 
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*T& (ke the moon who shines so dear 

Above the mountains and the groves, 

And seems to float along so near 

The boy, he grasps the moon, he loves, 

And dreams, it is some sweet, bright face, 

Who smiles in snch.a pleasant sky, 

And he would think it Heaven to pass 

His still, soft nights, that maiden by; * 

He sits upon the grassy bank, 

And rests bis fSftce upon- his hand 

And looks intent, as if be drank 

The light that silver .sea and land; 

And though she smiles so sweetly on 

Her fond and loving shepherd boy, 

The same bright face is ever won 

By those, who make the night their joy : 

O ! life and all its charms decay, 

Alluring, cheating, on they go ; 

The stream for ever steals away 

In one irrevocable flow ; 

Its dearest charms, the charms of love, 

Are fairest in their bud, and die 

Whenever their tender bloom we move, 

We touch the leaves, they withered lie; 

At distance all how gay, how sweet, 

A very land of fairy blisses, 

Where smiles, and tears, and soft words nieet^ 

And willing lips unite in kisses ; 
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But when we touch the magic shore, 
The glow is gone, the charm is fled; 
We find the dearest hoes it wore, 
Are but the light aromid the dead, 
And cold the hymeneal chain. 
That binds their cheated hearts in one. 
And on, with many a step of pain, 
Their weary race is sadly ran ; 
And still, as on they plod their way, 
They find, as lifers gay dreams dqfmrt, 
To close their being's toilsome day, 
Nought left them but a broken heart. 

THE FAIREST ROSE IS FAR AWA' 

THE morn is blinking o'er the hills 
With softened light and colours gay; 
Through grove and valley sweetly trills 
The melody of early day; 
The dewy roses blooming fair 
Glitter arouid her father's ha', 
But still my Mary is not there — 
The fairest rose is far awa.' 

The cooling zephyrs gently blow 
Along the dew-bespangled mead— 
In eyery field the owsen low — 
The carekss shepherd tunes his reed — 
45 
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And while the roses blossom fair. 
My late with softly dying fa' 
Laments that Mary is not there*-^ 
The fairest rose is far awa'. 

The thmsh is singing on the hillsi 
And charms the groves that wave around. 
And through the vale the winding rills 
Awake a softly murmuring sound; 
The robin tunes his mellow throat 
Where glittering roses sweetly blaw, 
But grieves that Mary hears him not — 
The fairest rose is far awa'. 

Why breathe thy melody in vain 
Thou lovely songster of the mom-^ 
Why pour thy ever-varying strain 
Amid the sprays of yonder thorn— 
Do not the roses blooming (aiVf 
At morning's dawn or evening's fa', 
Tell thee of one that is not there-^ 
The fairest rose that's far awa'. 
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SWEET flower of the valley^ why droopest thou so 
low, 
Ah ! why is thy beauty all faded and gone, 
Ah ! who could destroy thee — ^who wield the sad blow, 
Who rifle thy charms in their earliest dawn? 

So gay was the morning, that rose as you blew, 
So fragrant the zephyrs that fluttered around — 
So soft did'st thou smile through thy mantle of dew. 
No lovelier Jlotrcr in the valley was found. 

But see, on the turf all thy beauties are laid, 
Thy leaves, they are scattered, thy sweetness is gone: 
Thy colours— (mce gay as the rainbow — now fade 
As fast, as the hues that enliven the dawn. 

Sweet flower ! once the sweetest that bloomed in the 

vale — 
Sweet flower! we will weep, for thy beauties are fled — 
For those charms that are gone we will pour the sad 

wail, 
And chant o'er thy ruins the dirge of the dead. 
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Written on hearing a laiif sing in the tou>er cf 
Montevideo^ near Hartford, 

THE soft dews of twilight are steeping the plain^ 
And gemming the boughs of the willow— 
The eve-star is lighting its twinkle again. 
To shine on the foam of the billow — 

The soath breese is brushing the breast of the lake^ 
That swells with a light heaving motion, 
And its ripple is heard on the pebbles to break 
Like the slumbering wave of the ocean — 

The gale on its pinions of gossamer flies 
Through the boughs of the low bending willow, 
And sweeping the forest, it mournfully sighs 
O'er the turf of my flowery pillow- 
It bears on its wing, from the dark lonely tower, • 
O'er the mead, and the wave's '^playful motion," 
The song of die maid, who at eve's balmy hour 
Sings her sweet breathing strain of devotion : 

Like the hymn of a seraph, it floats through the grove^ 
And sighs o'er the slope of the mountain ; 
How sweet — how enchanting its warble of love- 
How it lulls, like the flow of the fountdn. 
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As I listen, I fancy the dew-dropping cloudi 
That glows with a lovely " to-morrow," 
An angel conceals in its ebony shroud, 
Whose harp breathes her accent of sorrow. 



ONCE, on a cloudless summer-day. 
Beneath a mantling vine I lay. 
When Cupid came by chance that way, 

And aimed at me an arrow. 

He laid the dart upon the bow. 
And drew the horn and sinew so — 
And said, ^'my friend, you soon will know, 
How keenly stings my arrow." 

His cheek was gay, his eye was bright. 
And shot a piercing, bitter light — 
He drew the nerve all tense and tight, 
And then let fly his arrow. 

The bow twanged sharp, and with a bound 
At once its mark the weapon found; 
I tingled with the fiery wound 
Of that soul-kindling arrow. 
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He flapped his wings, away he flew. 
And turning backward looked me through, 
And slily laughed, as forth I drew 
The heart-encrimsoned arrow. 

I felt my blood like lava glow, 
I writhed, and twined, and wrestled so. 
As madmen in their dymg throe^— 
I broke and cnrsed the arrpw. 

It is indeed a cruel thing. 
When early youth is on the wing, 
To feel, and keenly feel the sting 
Of such a poisoned arrow. 



MT heart too firmly trusted, fondly gave 
Itself to all its tenderness a slave; 
I had no wish but thee and only thee; 
I saw no joy, no hope, beyond thy smile; 
I knew no happiness, but only while 
Thy love-lit eyes were kindly turned on me. 

I took the tender image to my breast, 
I made it there a dear, a cherished guest, 
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I laid it on the pillow of my soul ; 
I gave it all my feeling, and around 
The fond idea all my heart-strings bound; 
In that one point I blent my being's whole. 

But thou hast gone, and left me here to bear 
The weight of loneliness — ^thou thinkest not, where 
Bright forms caress thee, of my bosom torn 
By thee so coldly — ^but I cannot rend 
Thy image from my heart, I cannot blend 
Hate with the love so long, so fondly borne. 

I feel my spirit falter, and my frame 

Trembling and funt with weakness, but the flame 

Of passion bums as brightly — ^I will lay 

My forehead on my pillow, and resign ^ 

My bosom to its torture, nor repine, 

And let the fire consume my life away. 



TO SENECA LAKE. 



ON thy fair bosom, silver lake! 
The wild swan spreads his snowy sail, 
And round his breast the ripples break, 
As down he bears before the gale. 



Digitized by 



Google 



360 percital's poems. 

On thy fair bosom, waveless stream! 
The dipping paddle echoes fiur. 
And flashes in the moonlight gleam. 
And bright reflects the polar star. 

The waves along thy pebbly shore. 

As blows the north-wind, heave their foam^ 

And curl aronnd the dashing oar, 

As late the boatman hies him home. 

How sweet, at set of sun, to view 
Thy golden mirror spreading wide. 
And see the mist of mantling blue 
Float round the distant mountain's side. 

At midnight hour, as shines the moon, 
A sheet of silver spreads below, 
And swift she cuts, at highest noon, 
Light clouds, like wreaths of purest snow. 

On thy fair bosom^ silver lake! 
O ! I could ever sweep the oar, 
When early birds at morning wake, 
And evening tells us toil is o'er. 
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"HOW beautiful is Night r 
A smile is on her brow; 
Her eyes of dewy light 
Look out, serenely bright, 
Upon the wave below : 
The waters, in their flow, 
Just murmur, and the air 
Hath scarce a breath to show 
A spirit moving there : 
The world is purely fair; 
The winds are hushed and still; 
• The moonlight on the hill 
Is sleeping, and her ray 
Along the falling rill, 
In lightly dancing play, 
Soft-winding steals away: 
A cool and silent breath, 
From water-falls and streams, 
Comes o'er my ear, like dreams, 
Which, in the pictured death 
Of slumber, on the soul 
Delicious whispers roll; 
And lead, in mazy light, 
Before the spirit's eye, 
46 
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Sweet visioDS of delight, 

In trans of beauty, by. — 

How fair and calm is Night! 

Amid the dewy bowers 

She guides the silent hour^, 

With fairy steps, along, 

And round the floating throng 

A clottdy vesture throws; 

And loosely en the air 

She spreads their raven hair 

To every wind that blows: 

They seem to hover by 

Between me and the sky, 

Each with a golden zone, 

A waving robe of snow, 

A veil, whose folds are thrown 

In undulating flow. 

Like clouds, when breezes blow; 

So to my fancy's view 

The sylphid people play 

Around the vaulted blue, 

And then they melt away. 

And leave the sky all bright, 

With lamps of living light; 

And as I fondly gaze. 

Where countless cressets blaze, 

I look to Heaven and say — 

"How beautifhl is Night!" 
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OFTEN, when at night delaying, 
Where the winding river flows, 
On the silent waters playing 
How the star of beauty glows; 
In the clear wave brightly sparkling, 
Brightly as the love-lit eye, 
Now again its beams are darkling. 
As the 
With J 
Then 
While 
Silent] 

There 

More than all the stars can boast, 
And my fond eye loves to scan it, 
Like a light-house on a coast. 
Where the budding spring is ever 
Pranking out her wooing bowers, 
And the locks of beauty never 
Float without a crown of flowers, 
And her eye is ever strajdng 
Round and round with kindling beam, 
Like her own blight planet playing 
Sweetly on the silent stream. 
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Now the star b near the moontam 
Slowly Kttiog in the west, 
Shining on a crisping fomtam, 
Or a lakelet's mffled breast; 
Now its maiden farigfatneu niiigles 
With the mist that hovers there, 
Rising from the woody dingieSi 
Like a streaming treM of hair$ 

Now a form is imaged romid it, 

Tis the form that I adore, 

Every charm of earth has crowned it| 

Fairer beauty never wore: 

O ! how dear that tender feeling. 

When the rays of beauty play, 

Where the mellow brook is stealii^ 

Lighted by the moon, away. 



SONG. 

O! PURE is the wind. 
As it blows o'er the mountttu; 
And dear is the wave, 
As it flows from the feuntein; 
And sweet are the flowers 
In the green meadow blooming; 
And gay are the bowers. 
When the soft dr perfiunag. 
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O! gO| deamt, go 
To tbe heath, and the aoonntaki. 
Where the bkie violets blow 
On the briok of tbe fomntam; 
Wheve nothiog, but desdi. 
Oar aftocion eaa seTcr; 
And till fife's latest breaA 
Love shall bind as for ever*. 

O ! bright is the mom, 
When it breaks on the valley; 
And shrill is the horn, 
When the wild hnntsmen sally; 
And dear shines the dew, 
As the hounds hurry o'er it; * 
And light blows the wind. 
As the sail flies before it 
O! go, dearest, go, &c. 

O! soft is the mist. 
When it cwfe romid tl» tslaad; 
And dark is the cloud, 
As it hangs oo the bigfaland; 
And sweet cfanes ^ rill, 
O'er the wUte pebhfe flowing; 
And quick gli^s tbe boat 
O'er the smooth water rowing* 
O! go, dearest^ go, &c. 
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O! fleet is the deer 
Through the bhe heather springing, 
And load is the shout 
Tbrovgh the wild valley noging; 
And soft is the flute 
O'er the lake faintly 8igfau«> 
When the wide air is mote, 
And the night-wind is dying. 
O! go, dearest, go, be. 

O! g^o, dearest, go 
To the heath and die mountain; 
Where the heart shall be pure, 
As the clear-flowing fountain ; 
Where the soul shall be free, 
As the winds, that blow o'er us; 
And the sunset of life 
Smile in beauty before us* 
O ! go, dearest, go 
To the heath, and the mounttun. 
Where the blue violets blow 
On the brink of the fountain ; 
Where nothing, but death, 
Oar afection can sever; 
And till fife's latest breath 
Love shall bind us for ever. 
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O! HAD I the wings of a swallow, I'd fly 
Where the roses are blossoming all the year long, 
Where the landscape is alwa3rs a feast to the eye. 
And the bills of the warblers are ever m song; 
O! then I would fly from the cold and the snow^ 
And hie to the land of the orange and vine, 
And carol the winter away m the glow, 
That rolls o*er the ever green bowers of the line. 

Indeed, I shocdd gloomily steal oW the deep, 

Lake the storm-loving petrel, that skims there, alone; 

I would take me a dear little martin to keep 

A sociable fli^ A the tropical sone: 

How cheerily, wing by wing, over the sea 

We would fly from the dark clouds of winter away^ 

And for ever our song and our twitter should be, 

" To the land where the year is eternally gay." 

We would nestle awhile in the jessamine bowers, 
And take up our lodge in the crown of the palm, 
And live, like the bee, on its fruits and its flowers, 
That always are flowing with honey and balm ; 
And there we would stay, till the winter is o'er, 
And April is chequered with sunshine and rain — 
O! then we would flit from that far-distant shore 
Over island and wave to our country agsun. 
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How light we wodd skim, where the billows are rolled 
Through closters that bend with the cane and the lime; 
And break on the beaches in snrges of gold, 
When morning comes forth in her loveliest prime: 
We wonld touch for a while, as we traversed the ocean^ 
At the islands that echoed to Waller and Moore, 
And winnow our wings with an easier motion 
Itirough the breath of the cedar that Mows from the 
shore. 

And when we had rested our wings, and bad fed 
On the sweetness that comes from the juniper groves. 
By the spirit of home and of infrmcy led^ 
We would hurry again to the land of our loves; 
And when from the breast of the ocAn would sprmg. 
Far off in the distance, that dear native shore, 
In the joy of our hearts we would cheerily sing, 
^* No land is so lovely, when winter it o'er.** 



THE LAND OF THE BLEST. 



THE sunset is calm on the face of the deep. 
And bright is the last look of day in the west. 
And broadly the beams of its parting g^ce sweep, 
Like the path that conducu to the land of the blest: 
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All golden and green is the sea, as it flows 
b billows just heaving its tide to the shore ; 
And crimson and blue is the sky, as it glows 
With the colours, which tell us that day-light is oVr. 

I sit on a rock, that hangs over the wave, 

And the foam heaves and tosses its snow-wreaths below, 

And the flakes, gilt with sunbeams, the flowing tide 

pave, 
Like the gems that in gardens of sorcery grow : 
I sit on the rock, and I watch the light fade 
StUl fainter and fainter away in the west. 
And I dream, I can catch, through the mantle of shade, 
A glimpse of the dim, distant land of the blest. 

And I long for a home in that land of the soul, 
Where hearts always warm glow with friendship and 

love. 
And days ever cloudless still cheerily roO, 
Like the age of eternity blazing above : 
There, with friendships unbroken, and loves ever true. 
Life flows on, one gay dream of pleasure and rest; 
And green is the fresh turf, the sky purely blue. 
That mantle and arch o'er the land of the blest. 

The last Une of light b now crossing the sea. 
And the first star is lighting its lamp in the sky; 
It seems that a sweet voice is calling to me, 

Ijike a bird on that pathway of brightness to fly: 

47 
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** Far over tbe wove is a ^recn sunny isle, 
Where tbe last cloud of evening now shines in die west; 
T is tbe island tbat Sprmg ever woos with beraoule; 
O! seek it — tbe bright happy land of the blest.*' 



RETROSPECTION. 

THERE are moments in life, which are never forgot, 
Which brighten, and brighten, as time steals away; 
They ^ve a new charm to the happiest lot, 
And they shine on the gloom of the loneliest day: 
These moments are hallowed by smiles and by tears; 
The first look of love, and the last parting given ; 
As the sun, in the dawn of his glory, appears. 
And the cloud weeps and glows with the rainbow in 
Heaven. 

There are hours — there are minutes, which memory 

brings, 
Like blossoms of Eden, to twine round the heart; 
And as time rushes by on the might of his wings, 
They may darken awhile, but they never depart: 
O ! these hallowed remembrances cannot decay. 
But they come on the soul widi a magical thrill; 
And in days that are darkest, they kindly will stay. 
And the heart, in its last throb, will beat with them 

stilL 
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They come, like the dawn in its loveliness, now, 

The same look of beanty, thi^ shot to my sonl; 

Hie snows of the mountain are bleached on her brow, 

And her eyes, in the bine of the firmament, roll : 

The roses are dim by her cheek's living bloom, 

And her coral lips part, like the opening of flowers; 

She moves through the air in a cloud of perfume, 

Like the wind from the blossoms of jessamine bowers. 

• 
From her eye's melting azure there sparkles a flame, 

That kindled my young blood to ecstacy's glow; 

She speaks — and the tones of her voice are the same, 

As would once, like the wind-harp, in melody flow : 

That touch, as her hand meets and mingles with mine. 

Shoots along to my heart, with electrical thrill; 

'T was a moment, for earth too supremely divine, 

And while life lasts, its sweetness shall cling to me still. 

We metr— «nd we drank from the crystalline well 
That flows from the fountain of science above; 
On the beauties of thought we would silently dwen. 
Till we looked — though we never were talking,of love : 
We parted — the tear glistened bright in her ^^ 
And her melting hand shook, as 1 dropped it for ever; 
O! that moment will always be hovering by, 
Life may frown — ^but its light shall abandon me — never. 
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THE night is clear, 
The sky is fair, 

The wave is resting on the ocean; 
And far and near 
The silent air 
Just lifts the flag with faintest motion. 

There is no gale 

To fill the sail, 

No wind to heave the curling billow; 

The streamers droop, 

And trembling stoop, 

Ldke boughs, that crown the weeping willow. 

From off the shore . 

Is heard the roar 

Of waves in softest moticm rolling; 

The twinkling stars, 

And whispering airs 

Are all to peace the heart controOhig. 

The moon is bright, 
Her ring of liglu, 
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In silver, pales the blue of Heaven^ 

Or tints with gold. 

Where lightly rolled, 

Like fleecy anow, the rack is driven. 

How calm and clear 

The silent air! 

How smooth and still the glassy ocean ! 

While stars above 

Seem lamps of love, 

To light the temple of devotion. 



MY heart was a mirror, that diowed every treasure 
Of beaoty and loveliness, life can display; 
It reflected each beautiful blossom of pleasure, 
But turned firom the dwrk looks of bigots away; 
It was living and moving with loveliett creatures, 
In smiles or in tears, as the soft qnrit chose; 
Now shining with brightest and ruddiest features, 
Now pale as the snow of the dwarf mowitain rose. 

These visions ol swe^ness fi>r ever were pfaiying^ 
Like butterflies fanning the still summer air; 
Some sported a moment, some, never decaying. 
In deep hues of love are still lingering there: 
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At times some fidr spirit, descending frrai Heaven, 
Would shroud all the rest in the blase of its light ; 
Then wood nymphs and fays o'er the minror were driFen, 
Like the fire-swarms, that kindle the dai^ness of night. 

But the winds and the storms broke the mirror, and 

severed 
Full many a beautiful angel in twain; 
And the tempest raged on, till the firagments were 

shivered 
And scattered, like dust, as it rolls o*er the plnn : 
One piece, which the storm, in its in^ii is, neglected 
Away, on the wings of the whirlwind, to bear. 
One fragment was left, and that fragment reflected 
All the beauty, that Mart threw carelessly there. 



O! MOWS the hom*, when air is sweet. 
And birds are all in tune, 
To seek with me the cool retreat, 
In bright and merry June; 
When every rose-bush has a nest. 
And every thorn a flower. 
And every thing on earth is blest, 
This sweet and holy hour. 
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O come, mj dear, when evening flings 

Her veil of purple round, 

And zephyr, on his dewy wings, 

Sweeps o'er the flowery ground ; 

When every bird of day is still. 

And stars are bright above, 

O come, my dear, and we wiU fill 

Oiur cup, and drink of love. 

We'll fill it fi-om the pure blue sky, 
And firom the glowing west. 
And catch its spirit in thine eye. 
And in the small bird's nest; 
And take its sweetiiess firom die flowers, 
Its fireshness fi'om the spring, 
Its coolness firom the dewy hours, 
When night*hawks take the wing. 

llien we will wander far away, 

Along the flowery vale, 

Where winds the brook, in sparkfiag play, 

And fireshly blows the gale; 

And we will sit beneath the shade, 

That maples weave sdbove, 

And on the mossy pillow laid,. 

Win drink the ciq^ of love. 
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O! WILT thou go with me, love, 
And seek the lonely glen ? 
O ! wilt thou leave for me, love, 
The smiles of other men? — 
The birds are there aye sin^g, 
And the woods are full of glee, 
And love shall there be flinging 
His roses over thee. 

O ! wilt thou go with me, dear. 

And share my humble lot? 

O! wilt thou live with me, dear. 

Within a lowly cot? — 

Though beauty hath enshrouded thee 

With all that's sweet and fair. 

The sorrows, that have clouded thee, 

Shall all be wanting there. 

O! wilt thou go with me, Anne, 
To yonder mountain side. 
And happy there in me, Anne, 
Ne'er sigh for aught beside? — 
Oh ! Heaven shall there be over us 
Unclouded, pure, and bright. 
And wings of love shall cover us, 
And all around be light. 
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Yes, thou wilt go with me, love, 

I see it in thy smile, 

And I will be to thee, love, 

Thy shelter all the while; 

And thou shalt spread thy bloom around, 

And be all sweet and fair, 

« 

And every sight, and touch, and souad 
Shall be ecstatic there. 

Yes, thou wilt ^ with me, dear. 
The cot shall be thy home. 
And never near its roof, dear, 
Shall want or sorrow come; . 
O ! I will be the parent dw^e, 
That hovers o*er her nest, 
And we will know how sweet is love 
Caressing and caressed. 

Yes, thou wilt go with me, Anne, 
Thbugh seas are now between, 
And thou wilt dwell with me, Anne, 
In woodlands flowered and green; 
I cannot cross the sea to thee, 
I do not love that shore. 
So cross the ocean, dear, to me, 
And we will part no more. 
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HERE the air is sweet, 
Fresh from the roses newly blowing; 
Here the waters meet, 
Down the grassy valley flowing; 
Here the bands of ivy twine. 
Here the bells in yellow shine 
On the flowering gelsemine, 
Round the woven treDice growing. 

Here the flitting breete 
Wafts afar the musky treasure, 
And the wanton bees 
Sip the honied fount of pleasure; 
Here the loving spirits dwell, 
Here they sit, and weave their spell. 
And within the blossom's bell 
Tune their soul-dissolving measure. 

Here the wind b bahn, 

Laden with the breath of roses ; 

Here the air is calm, 

And the sleeping noon-flower doses; 

Now the sun is setting bright. 

And his arch of purple light 

Heralding the summer night. 

Earth in dreams of bliss reposes. 
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Kerens a magic bower — 

O'er it bndding vines are creeping, 

And a dewy shower, 

By a bank of turf is steeping; 

Though the fallen winds are mute. 

Faintly from the sweet-blown flute. 

Tones, that with the stillness suit, 

Harmonies of love are keeping. 

I am here alone — 

Far has fled my flowery dreaming, 

All its beauty flown 

Like a bow by moonlight gleamiog. 

Fancy's day of love is o'er, 

All its rich and golden store 

Ne'er can charm my spirit more 

With its false, but fairy seeming. 



THE WANDERING SPIRIT. 



THERE'S a voice that is heard in the depth of the 

sky, 
Where nothing is seen, but the blue-tinted Heaven; 
That voice with the wind rolls its mellowness by, 
And a few notes alone to our fond ears are given: 
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The spirit, who sings U, stiU hiMtttts awajc. 

He is doomed rotmd the wide eitrth for ev^ lo roam. 

He may settle a moment, bal never wUl stay,^ 

For he ne'er found, and never wiU find here a home. 

There is prief in the voice, a& it comes throofh the air. 
Like the low^moaning; wind in the calmnessr af Even, 
Or the tone, as we dream, of tbe^ngek, who bear 
The pure soul, that rises to mingle with Heaven ; 
It was clear, when it first cam^ but quickly lifar 
It murmured aod died, like the whvie on the ^hore, 
When the mariner hails tlie benevolent star, 
That rises and smiles, attd the tempest is o'ef . 

O ! that voice is tlie dirge, that for ever is sang 
O'er the wreck and the ruin of beauty and love, 
But in ears that are deaf, is its melody flung, 
There are none, who will listen, but pure ones above : 
O ! Earth is no place for the spirit, who feels 
Every wound of the heart with the pang of despair. 
He will mourn and be never at home, till he steals 
To the skies, and the bright world, that welcomes him 
there. 
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LYRE of my soul ! the parting hour draws nigh. 
The hour that tears thy votary away — 
The hour when death shall close my fading eye. 
And wrap in earth my cold and lifeless clay. 

I feel his icy fingers chill my heart, 
And curdle all the blood thai warms ny breast; 
Charm of my darkest moments! soon we part — 
Soon shall thy chords in endless silence res4. 

What if thy sounds have charmed the coldest ear — 
What if they breathed like melody divine — 
What if they stole the fair one's purest tear, 
Or bade the downcast eye with pleasure shine! 

Still I must sink in Death's unbroken sleep, 
And coldly slumber 'neath the hallowed ground; 
And thou must all thy chords in silence keep. 
Nor sweetly wake them to the feeblest sound. 
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Sltep in yon cypress ihade — its heavy gloom 
Becomes the nwful stillness of the grav)^— 
Rest, where above yo|i maiden's early tomb. 
The willow's booghsin sorrow seem to wave* 

There should the fainting sephyr, whispering by, 
Awake one note along thy tunefiil string, 
Oh ! be it sadder than the mourner's sigh. 
And in my ear like funeral dirges ring. 

Let not a trill of joy invade my ear. 
This gloomy hour asks nothing of delight — 
Let all be like the pall that shades the bier, 
Or like the darkest- canopy of night. 

Let no sweet songster pour its witching speU — 
No voice of comfort to my spirit come; 
Nought but the echo of the passing bell, 
The hollow murmur of the muffled drum. 

And yet I seem to bear thy serq>h strain 
Pour like a gentle stream along the gale — 
It ceases— now its music wakes again, 
And breathes as sweetly as the turtle's wail. 

Ah, I would brush thy chords and faintly wake 
To sounds of joy thy melody awhile — 
W<)uld charm my heart a moment ere it break, 
And g^ld my dying features with a smile : 
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But DO ! my hand refuses : His but clay — 
The touch of death has withered all its powers- 
Soon wiU his wings my spirit waft away 
From thee— -thou charmer of my darkest hours ! 

Farewell, thou lyre of sweetest manstrelsy! 
Distraction calls, its sufferer must obey-— 
The ruthless hand of dark adversity 
Has chilled my soul, and torn thy chords away : 

The mist of death, that hovers o'er my eyes, 
Withdraws thy lovely image from my view, 
Like fancy's midnight dream, th' illusion flies- 
Lyre of my soul, adieu! a long adieu^ 



CARE-WORN, and sunk in deep despondeiicy, 
I bless the hours that lay my thought at rest: 
I woo the covert of a midnight sky. 
But sink in feverish dreams by doubt distress 

The pleasing morning of my early days, 
My opening fortune's bright and flattering bloom, 
Gone are they all — and mute the voice of praise. 
How hard to one, who shone, tbb cruel doomf 
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Would I were in some lonely desert bom. 
And 'neath tbe sordid roof my being drew; 
Were nursed by poverty the most forlorn, 
And ne'er one ray of hope or pleasure knew. 

Then had my soul been never taught to rae; 
Then had I never dreamed of power or fame; 
No pictured scene df bKss deceived my eyes, 
Nor glory lighted in my breast its flame. 

What to tbe wretch like rae this towering mind! 
^ is but a curse — a pang that racks the soul. 
Better » humble lile to be i^esigned 
To ceaseless toil, as round the seasons roll. 

Happy the life, that in a peaceful stream, 
Obscure, unnoticed, through the vale has flowed ; 
The heart that ne'er was charmed by fortune's gleam, 
Is ever sweet contentment's blest abode. 

But can I leave the scenes, my fancy drew 
In colours rich as Heaven, and strong as light; 
Can I avert from fame my longing view. 
And plunge again amid my native night f 

Hard is the pang that rends these links away, 
And bumbling to my soul to rise no more ; 
How cruel to abandon wisdom's ray, 
And find my hopes, my fame, my prospects o'er. 
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Yes, I must yield — ^but slowly I retire; 
O ! can 1 dim the light that science gave? 
O! can I quench my bosom's ardent fire? 
Welcomci ye paths! that lead me to my grave. 



ANACREONTICS. 

I. 

H yi fuXtutm wim. AiMic. Od. ^, 

EARTH is a thirsty drinker, 
The trees drink from its bosom, 
The ocean drinks the wet winds. 
The fiery sun the ocean. 
The moon drinks in the sun's light. 
Then why, my friends, be angry, 
Because I love to drink too. 

II. 

FULL bosomed maids of Chio— 
Around your auburn tresses 
The woven roses twining. 
Now sport in circling dances. 
The mo<m is on the ocean. 
The light, loose clouds around her 
Their fleecy heaps are piling, 
And gird her with a halo : 
40 
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No longer firom the billow 
The fresh sea-wind is stealing ; 
His pinions wet with night-dew, 
And bathed in liquid odours, 
He slumbers on the flower bed, 
And lies till morning wake him. 
Then come ye maids of Cbio— 
And while your dark eyes sparkle, 
Full eyes of living brightness. 
Weave in your BMsy dances 
The flowery chain of Ero, 
And round our yielding bosoms 
Its rings of roses linking, 
Give us those glowing kisses. 
That drop the temptmg treasures 
Of Aphrodite's nectar. 

m. 

DEAR girl of Mytilene— 
Thy dark locks loosely flowing, 
Thy full, round, jet eye sparkling 
With soul-subduing glances. 
Thy brown cheek flushed and glowing, 
Thy lips, like opening rose buds 
Their earliest balm exhaling, 
Thy slmider bands of coral, 
Whose i%ht and fairy fingers. 
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The cittern sweetly tuning, 
Awake the song of Sappho, 
And echo ^^ lovely Phaon ! 
Adored, but cruel Phaon !** 
Dear girl of Mytilene — 
Beneath the bending vine-bower, 
That hangs its loaded clusters 
Full-swoln with purple nectar, 
And o'er the vaulted trellice 
Its tendrils, wildly ramping. 
With broad, green leaves inwoven, 
Shut out the star and moonlightp-*- 
Dear ^rl of Mytilene — 
As in that secret bower 
Thy love-lorn song is flowing. 
The shepherd, (m the moss bank, 
All silvered o'er with moonlight, 
Beside a dimpling fountain, 
Shall play upon his tabret, 
Responsive to thy echoes. 
The dying song of Sappho 
To loved, but cruel Phaon. 
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HORATIAN. 

(iutm t%h Melpomene, semel, — Uorat. Od. L. IV. 8. 

FAIREST of all, bright Uranim! 
Who, on Helicon's top, sing to the golden start, 
When night draws all her curtains round, 
And far over the hills shines the moon's mellow light; 
First she gilds the tall mountain-top, 
Then on gUttering streams, and the wide-spreading 

plain, 
And the dark waves of the tossing sea, 
Pours all her mellowest beams, till earth and ocean 

smile—- 
Fairest of all, bright Urania! 
Sing to thy golden-stringed lyre, sing the sweet song 

of Heaven. 



COME on your sky-blue wings, ye Paphian doves! 
And o'er me drop the pure Idalian dews, 
Come, fan the air with silken pinions, 
Pluck with tender bill the roses, 
While they open in the thickets^ 
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Heavy with the tears of momiDg: 

Bear them on the faltering breeses. 

As they waken with Aurora, 

Lightly brushing o'er the meadow, 

Kissing, as they pass, the lilies; 

Sighmg through the silent forest, 

Waking from their nightly slumbers, 

All its murmuring tones and echoes^ 

Floating o'er the sleeping ocean. 

When without a wave or billow. 

Like a green and golden mirror. 

In the morning light it glows , 

Bear these nectar-breathmg blossoms, 

Hovering round on rustling pinions. 

Drop them on my mossy pillow. 

Till a heap of crimson sweetness 

Buries in its down my head. 

O! come, ye Paphian doves! from Cyprus come; 

Close, o'er the smiling queen of love and joy. 

Your wavy pinions, that a canopy 

Of living sapphire, gold and amethyst, 

Emerald and hyacinth and orient pearl. 

Cool hei^ and shield her in its moving shade. 

The Paphian Goddess, on her sea-bom car 

Of poUsbed shell, sails lightly on the wind: 

Before her chirp the bounding sparrows, 

As they draw the lovely burden 

With a trace of gausy film: 
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She nearer comes and sends before 
Her harbinger, the breath of roses, 
Sweeter than the qMcy gales, 
That blow from Araby, the blest; 
Where resting on white coflee-beds, 
Or groves of frankincense and myrrfa^ 
They drink the airs of Paradise; 
Sweeter than a languid sephyr, 
From a flowering mjrrtle thicket, 
Which, beside the briny billow, 
Sacks the essences of love. 
And by the secret arts of nature. 
To the most refined sweetnesf, 
Floating in a clond of ether, 
Turns 'the salt and bitter wave. 
Drop on my head those thrilling dews. 
So oft, in childhood's tender hours 
You poured in kindling showers around : 
But no— my brow is cold — 
Passion's fire is spent— 
The dews no sooner touch my forehead^ 
Than they fireexe to crystal drops, 
And scomfid bound away. 
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I once thonght of writin|^ a Poem in the irregular meatare of Tbalaba, 
the scene to be laid in Peru, among the Incas. I however wrote 
onlj the fidlowittg mereeous. 



MAN is born to die, 
And so are nati<His. Thus I nased, 
As on the Incm's pyramid 
I sat and gased around* 
Here, methoogfat, a royal race. 
To whom a nation bowed, 
As if they were the sons of Heaven, 
Came and paid their adoration 
To the all o'er-seeing Sun. 
And where is now that royal race? 
Gone, and min^^ed with the ages. 
That have passed away. 
Here a countless moltitude 
Of self-made slaves, through weary years 
Toiled and baik tiiis stately pile. 
Tears on years have rolled away^ 
Since they, who built it, lived. 
Still it rears its massy firont. 
And stands unmoved, in proud defiance, 
'Gainst the scjrthe of time 
And ruin's crumbling hand; 
While the same winds bleach the bones 
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Of the poor slave, that toiled. 
And the great king, who bade. 

T WAS midnight — and the ftdl round aiooii 

Was riding in the midway Heayen, 

And poured her faint, but spotless light, 

Around the pillow, where he lay* 

On the tender grass, and hatf*sbut flower. 

That closed their leaves agamst the mghtly air, 

The dews, that hung in falling drops. 

Sparkled with a feeble ray. 

Sleep poured her poppy dews, 

And spread her gamy mantle o'er him; 

Like an in&nt in its craiHe, 

There in innocence be lay, 

Unconsdous of inqiending bann. 

Sudden, from the ground he starts, 

And feels it rock beneath hb feet, 

And like the ocean r^ll. 

From the north, a growling somd 

Rushes on his ear. 

Louder-— louder, on it comes, 

Like the never-ending din 

Of some wide water&ll. 

That in the desert pours its ceaseless iood; 

Or like the roar of ocean 

When the tempest rages. 

And on a reef of broken rocks 
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The billows chafing, burstiag foamj 
Or Uke the rash of myriad horsemeti, 
When to conflict fierce they ride, 
And 'neath the thundering tramp 
Quivers the embattled pkubi. 
Never ending, still increasing, 
On it comes, and now beneath him 
Bellows like the groans of beU: 
Instant to the ground he falls. 
And long entranced is lost. 

Hark! the volcan's thunder 
Rolling o'er the hills. 
As at midnight, when the storm 
Rears its firoM in HeaEven, 
And sheds a thicker darkness, o'er the gloom^ 
Bursts the thunder-bolt. 
And shakes the solid ground: 
So the volcan's thunder roUt. 
See the lightning's flash 
Quivering in the sky-— 
Long red streams of flarmg Ii|^ 
Rise and lick the stars. 
From the crater's mouth 
Rolls the fiery flood : 
Down the rocks it sweeps its way, 
And the ioe of ages 
In an instant melts. 

And bursts a torrent to the plains briow. 
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Slower rollg the fiery flood—' 

From clifi* to cliff it tumbles, 

And like the mingled roar of thoasand cataracts. 

Deeper— deeper strikes the ear. 

Hast thou seen Niobe's statue, 
Stand in speechless agony, 
With eye upraised — and clasped hand, 
As if to curse the boh of Heaven? 
So Atalpa stood. 

THE night draws on, 

And closer o'er the wave 

Her sombre curtain spreads. 

The dark-blue Heaven swells o'er the sesi 

And rests its pillars on the tossing deep. 

The star of evening. 

Has lit its lamp, 

And hanging o'er the western wave, 

Sparkles upon the foam below. 

How calmly steal the winds along the main. 

And heave the water roimd the cleaving prow. 

The sail swells Ughtly overhead. 

And the streamer scarcely flutters; all is still. 

But the petrel as he circles round, 

And skims the wave with snowy wing. 

Tis midnight — and the moon 
Has lit her lamp in Heaven. 
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Around ber silver throne 

The twinkling stars grow pale, 

So bright she poors her beams. 

Below her, o'er the sea, 

Spread like a floor of glass 

Unruffled by the winds. 

Her image travels on* 

As the mariner looks at the wake of the ship, 

He sees a long track of light behind. 

And the sparkling foam a world of gems. 

I hear the voice of mirth, 

The song of love, and the flute's soft note 

Floating o'er the wave. 

A white sail steers its course against the moon, 

And seems a sheet of snow. 

Beneath its shade the music breathe»— 

'TIS the ship of joy that sails. 

Streamers of silk wave on the topmasrt 

Shining with purple and gold. 

So light the west wind blows— 

The sails flap and the cordage creaks; 

While moving to the sound of flutes 

The long white oars in order strike 

And cut the marble main. 

The mom b young in Heaven, 

And the light is spread over the mountains; 

The sky i^ bine above. 
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And the earth is green below; 

The mist rolls over the rocks, 

And curls its light folds in the valley; 

The grass is wet with dew, 

A gem is on every twinkling blade ; 

The song of the birds has awaked the deq)er. 

And he starts on his journey anew. 
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